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OUR
APRIL NUMBER
W ith our next issue will begin a series o f articles on 
the care o f pets by Horace Mitchell whose interesting 
discussions on Game-Breeding in Maine have just 
been concluded with our February number. Mr. 
Mitchell has spent much time in the past five years in 
the study o f small animals and birds on his farm at 
Kittery, Maine, and plans to answer all questions 
concerning them which readers o f Su n -Up may wish 
to ask. The opening article o f the series and the plan 
o f the department which will be a regular feature of 
the magazine each month will be published in April.
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T IS pleasant to know that in these 
days of political excitement com­
bined with rapid and often grossly 
unfounded conjecture, Maine and the 
rest of New England, true to their 
age-old traditions, remain the strong­
hold of conservatism and gradual change 
as opposed to impetuosity and very sud­
den repentance. It is pleasant to know 
that this is so, even when it means turn­
ing the conservative guns of New Eng­
land against the ultra-conservatism of 
other sections of the country. It is a 
cause for satisfaction to the entire coun­
try to know that Representative John E. 
Nelson of Maine, the only New England 
member of the Fish Olfactory committee, 
kept his head when all about him were 
losing theirs and blaming it on com­
munism.
Mr. Nelson substituted calm, shrewd 
utterance for the hysterical yelps of his 
fellow members; he evinced statesman­
ship and a judicial, probing thoughtful­
ness instead of over-excitement and un­
founded conjecture. His minority re­
port was tempered with justice, shrewd­
ness, foresight, and a dash of plain old 
New England common-sense. Mr. Nel­
son made no plea or excuses for com­
munism; he undoubtedly deprecates the 
recent excesses in New York and other 
sections of the country as much as any 
of his fellow committeemen. Where he 
differs from them is in his search for an 
explanation as to the cause of the com­
munistic furor rather than a suggestion 
for bludgeon strokes to beat it down. 
He rightly concludes that force cannot 
eradicate a state of mind. He suggests 
a probing into the heart of the matter, 
a probing which will not interfere with 
the rights of American citizens to free 
speech, but which will make communis­
tic and anarchistic speeches unnecessary 
and undesired. He says, in effect, “ Let 
us get to the heart of the industrial sit­
uation in America; let us eliminate the 
desire for radicalism by cutting it out 
at the roots, by cooperating with labor 
in the solution of its problems, by af­
fording happiness and an equal chance 
for all.”
Maine is proud of Congressman Nel­
son. She is proud of his distinction as 
a cherished son; of his shrewdness and 
sense of fairness as a clear-thinking New 
Englander, of his fearlessness as a patri­
otic public-servant. She hails with 
pride the statesmanship and sanity evi­
denced in his report: “ The solution of 
this problem lies in the wisdom of our 
legislators and in the unselfishness of 
our industrialists. In proportion as wo 
work out economic justice here in Am­
erica and so order our social system that 
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the Nation as fully and fairly as it now 
shares in its social and political life, in 
just that proportion will radicalism fail 
of its own inanition and the threat of 
communism cease to disturb us.”
Perhaps Congressman Nelson, watch­
ing the working of the Eighteenth 
Amendment and prompted by the dic­
tates of a sense of humor, felt that the 
surest way to make communism popular 
with us all was to bar it utterly by leg­
islation. Such is the contention of the 
Boston Globe and there would seem to 
be more truth than humor in the idea.
At any rate, the minority report has 
become public property. It has met 
with popular approval and caused far 
more thought and acclamation than did 
the official report of the other members 
of the committee. It seems unlikely 
that the country will allow a man of 
such proven ability to retire from es­
pecial public service in these days when
Sun-Up at 
Princess Point
PRINCE’S POINT, jutting out from the Maine coast into Casco Bay at Yarmouth, looks eastward to the 
Atlantic and guards the entrance to the 
channel formed by the shores of Cousin’s 
Island and the mainland. Today it is 
the rendezvous for numerous summer 
visitors, and the heavily wooded shores, 
combined with the cooling breezes that 
sweep in from the open water, make it 
a most delightful spot for vacationists. 
There is little save the sailboats of the 
summer residents to recall the days when 
the broad mouth of Royall’s River, a few 
miles beyond the point, was dotted with 
large vessels, built on its own banks. 
Broad Cove, which cuts a deep gash in 
the mainland behind Prince’s Point, is 
also historic and was once the scene of 
many an adventure with pirate ships and 
mutinous crews.
The Point itself takes its name from 
the Prince family whose ancestors re­
ceived a title from Queen Elizabeth and 
who first settled in North Yarmouth in 
1727. The first Prince came with his wife 
from Massachusetts and lived for some 
years in the Loring Block house in the 
settlement for protection against the 
Indians. In 1745 they chose for a per­
manent home a spot convenient to the 
Scales garrison, near the point which 
today bears their name. There they 
built a one-storied house, which never 
had a room finished off, although the 
parents were wealthy enough to give 
each of their sons one hundred acres of 
land, and each of their daughters fifty 
acres; they had ten children in all. Some 
of this land is still owned by the heirs 
of those to whom it was originally given. 
The house stood on the site later oc­
cupied by the dwelling of Captain Reuel 
Drinkwater. In August 1762 so the rec­
ords tell us, Paul Prince, Yeoman, sold 
his inheritance, the farm numbered as 
lot No. 1, or Prince’s Point, to John 
Drinkwater, a shipbuilder and sea cap­
tain of Yarmouth. The deed is still in 
existence and is in the possession of the 
heirs of Captain John B. Drinkwater.
The Point has retained its original 
name to the present day and, although 
the land is more greatly populated and 
the ways that supported the skeletons of 
newly-wrought ships along the banks 
of the Royall’s River have been 
destroyed, the beauty of the spot which 
led the progenitors of the Prince family 
to select it as a permanent home still 
remains to charm the transient visitor 
and sooth the more faithful ones.
plain living and high thinking are re­
warded so seldom on government pay­
rolls. A new star is visible on our po­
litical horizon.
Published monthly. Editorial and General Offices, Monument Sq., Portland, Me. Entered as second class matter May 5, 1929, at the
postoffice at Portland, Me., under the Act of March 3, 1879.
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Fraternal Charity
by Frederic L . Campbell
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The Good Ship “Sunbeam”
PERHAPS in no other locality of the United States can be found a more rugged coast line than that which bounds the State of Maine. Nu­
merous bays and inlets stretch in 
almost unbroken monotony from its most 
easterly point, to the Kennebec river on 
the west. It has been said that if the 
coast line were drawn out in a straight 
line it would reach from New York to 
San Francisco.
Up and down this vast expanse of 
water, through fair weather or foul, in 
winter and summer may be seen a trim, 
sturdy boat with the mystic letters, M. 
S. C. M. painted upon the funnel; below 
these in a conspicuous place, the atten­
tion is drawn to a large white cross. 
What is this boat? What is her mis­
sion?
To some, these letters may have al­
ready signified something, but again, 
there are others who, not having a 
knowledge of the sea, may be at a loss 
to understand the importance that these 
symbols convey to many an isolated fish­
erman, living on some lonely island or 
the shore of a remote bay. There are 
indeed few who can say that they have 
not heard of Dr. Wilfred Grenfell and 
his labor of love in the Labrador, but 
when a similar work is being carried on 
in this State it is then that a full ap­
preciation of its significance and merits 
is brought to light.
The Maine Sea Coast Mission, for this 
is what the letters represent, is an or­
ganization which was established for the 
purpose of uniting the men and women 
living on the coast “ in a bond of Chris­
tian Brotherhood, regardless of race, 
creed, or religious denomination.” The 
most important activity of the Mission is 
maintaining its boat the “ Sunbeam,” 
with which contact is assured at all 
times, with the isolated people minist- 
tered to by the Mission, and to be always 
on the alert to render assistance in time 
of need to those who are so situated, ow­
ing to their environment, that they are 
unable to do much in the way of helping 
themselves.
In charge of this work is the mission­
ary pastor, the Rev. Orville J. Guptill. 
With him are some nine other workers 
who devote their entire time to this in­
teresting work. In the summer, the staff 
is augmented by twenty-five volunteers 
who by teaching in the different schools 
or carrying on other activities increase 
the effectiveness of the Mission
Without the aid of the good ship “ Sun­
beam,” the work undertaken would be 
an impossibility. She is the very main­
stay of the endeavor. On her the mis­
sionary pastor and his immediate staff 
make their home and in very snug and 
comfortable quarters. Good sized state 
rooms, supplied with running water and 
large berths afford a maximum of com­
fort, a true necessity, and not a luxury 
for the well being of these self sacrific­
ing men and women. The main saloon 
is large enough to accommodate a good
sized table at which the meals are served. 
Here also is the social center for the 
workers. Around the cabin are comfort­
able settees, which take the place of 
chairs and in one corner is a radio, which 
has proved itself of inestimable value on 
more than one occasion when approach­
ing storm warnings have been sent out to 
those at sea. Forward of the main 
saloon is the galley and beyond this is 
located the crew’s quarters.
An operating theatre has been estab­
lished in the aft cabin and equipment for 
emergency operations is carried as part 
of the ship’s stores. Here many minor 
operations have been attended to and on 
more than one instance a major clinic 
has been performed in this locale. A 
registered nurse is constantly in attend­
ance on the “ Sunbeam” and represents 
the National Red Cross, through the De­
lano Memorial Fund. The Mission also 
co-operates in her support.
Unlike the Grenfell Mission, the M. 
S. C. M. does not maintain any hospitals 
or schools of its own, though educational 
advantages are at the disposal of the 
boys and girls who are considered worthy, 
and every encouragement is made in the 
various communities to forward this in­
terest. In the year 1930, nine young and 
ambitious people have passed on to 
schools of higher learning. Preventa­
tive medical work is given to all who are 
interested and anxious to acquire the 
same and at certain periods dental clinics 
are held, either on the “ Sunbeam” or 
at some other central and convenient 
points.
One interesting feature of the Mission’s 
work has been the establishing of an in­
dustry for the manufacture of rugs. 
These are made from rags that are col­
lected and distributed among the women 
along the coast. When an article is 
finished, it is inspected and if it conforms 
to a certain standard, is then “trade 
marked” and placed on the market. The 
money that is realized from the sale of 
these floor coverings is returned to the 
maker and in no way does the Mission 
receive any monetary reward.
The total mileage, as of May 31st, 
1930, that the “ Sunbeam” had travelled 
was more than 7,800 miles and this 
through some of the greatest vicissi­
tudes that could possibly assail her. 
“ She gives a tow to a fisherman whose 
engine is stalled. She picks up a sick 
person at one of the islands and takes 
him safely to a hospital. She carries the 
dead to their last resting places. She 
responds to the distress signals of a 
schooner and brings relief. She takes a 
number of young people to a conference 
on one of the islands. ANYTHING that 
will HELP is in her day’s work.”
Many influential people in all parts of 
the United States belong to this organi­
zation and contribute most generously 
toward the upkeep of this splendid work. 
It is to be hoped that with a better under­
standing of what this remarkable body 
of people is doing towards bettering the 
conditions of those who are so situated 
that they cannot help themselves a more 
benevolent attitude may be anticipated; 
for “ our happiness depends, to a great 
extent on our observance of the law of 
fraternal charity.”
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John E. Nebon of Maine 
A  National Figure
Copyright by Harris & Erving
Miss Ruby A. Black, Washington correspondent 
of the Portland Evening News, has prepared for 
Sun-Up readers the accompanying article on Con­
gressman Nelson of Maine, whose sound common 
sense is winning nation-wide recognition.
The Editors.
HOW long has this been going on?” a correspondent of a large and influential metro­politan newspaper said to me 
in the Press Gallery of the 
House of Representatives the other day. 
“ Why haven’t you told me that that man 
has sense?”
He was talking about John E. Nelson 
of Augusta, Representative in Congress 
of the Third Maine Congressional Dis­
trict, who was then making a speech on 
the Capper-Kelly resale price bill. My 
questioner was representative of dozens 
of newspaper correspondents, congress­
men, and newspaper editors throughout 
the country who have in this session of 
Congress learned that “ Nelson of Maine 
has sense.” His individual views on 
Communist activities in the United 
States, reported to the House of Repre­
sentatives following the investigation by 
a special committee of which he was . 
member, first attracted nation-wide at­
tention to Nelson’s sound, sane, common- 
sense in dealing with national affairs. 
Then came his speech showing clearly, 
logically, and in good humor how the 
Capper-Kelly bill, supported by those 
hoping to give independent merchants a 
fair chance in competing with chain 
stores, would not help the independent 
retailer, but would help only the manu­
facturer in selling his product at a 
set price and would lay a tremen­
dous burden upon the consumer, 
the ordinary citizen who wants to 
buy his medical supplies, his 
clothes, his groceries, his shoes, 
his automobile tires, his fertilizer, 
at as low a price as possible. Next 
came his argument before a com­
mittee urging that products made 
by forced or convict labor in for­
eign countries, such as pulpwood 
produced in Soviet Russian prison 
camps, be barred from entry into 
the United States to compete with 
the products of free American 
labor. Without demagoguery, with­
out “hate or haste or hysteria”— 
the now famous phrase from his in­
dividual views on Communism—he 
advocated calm and sensible and 
fair methods of preventing such
by Ruby A. Black
unfair competition f r o m  foreign 
countries.
At the same time, he was opposing 
another proposed embargo on imports, 
this time arguing against a Senate 
committee against a limitation of im­
ports of crude petroleum and pet­
roleum products, including fuel oil, 
presenting figures to show that such an 
embargo would cost Maine farmers and 
manufacturers three or four million dol­
lars a year without benefiting anybody 
but the big oil companies rather than 
the independents which are urging such 
a measure.
There is clearly a difference between 
banning products made by forced labor 
and products made by free labor em­
ployed in foreign countries by American 
capital. Nelson probably would not op­
pose an embargo on convict-made fuel 
oil.
Although the question was before 
a Senate committee, it was John Nelson, 
and not the Maine Senators, to whom 
representatives of Maine industries came 
to ask that he aid them in preventing 
the passage of a measure which would 
cost Maine users of fuel oil and gasoline 
so much money.
These activities of John Nelson’s, al­
though only recently bringing him na­
tional acclaim, are characteristic of his 
entire approach to legislative affairs. 
In all his campaigns for Congress since 
the first in 1922—the only public office 
he has ever held except that of city clerk 
of Waterville—he has insisted that he 
seeks to represent all classes fairly, but 
that his first interest is in representing 
the great mass of people in Maine, the 
unorganized, inarticulate people rather 
than organized and vociferous minor­
ities. This was exemplified when he 
told the Ways and Means Committee 
that, while some Maine paper manu­
facturers want Russian pulpwood, he is
The Nelson Residence in Augusta, formerly the 
famous home of Lot M. Morrill
representing the Maine farmers and land 
owners who sell from one to a hundred 
cords of pulpwood a year to the paper 
mills, and thus he favors an embargo on 
pulpwood made in Russian prison camps.
I, who could wish that Nelson were 
less conservative than he is, and who am 
inclined to look very carefully into any 
congressman’s motives, am convinced 
that John Nelson lives up to this cam­
paign platform. I think a lobbyist would 
have no luck whatever with John Nelson. 
He is not “owned” by anybody. He studies 
every question before Congress and de­
cides his stand upon its merits in the 
light of his own political philosophy, and 
neither large and influential organiza­
tions nor small but powerful political 
cliques in his own state can control him. 
Although conservative, he is absolutely 
independent. Because he is conserva­
tive, it has been only recently that 
Washington—or Maine, either—has rec­
ognized his independence. At the same 
time, Maine has learned that at least 
one of its congressional delegation is 
attaining the stature of statesmanship.
As in Maine, Washington, too, has not 
until recently recognized Nelson’s work. 
This is because of the situation prevail­
ing in the House of Representatives. 
Unlike the Senate, the House gives al­
most no opportunity for individual ex­
pression except to chairmen of commit­
tees and to “pests.” John Edward 
Nelson is neither. Although his ideas 
have been incorporated in much legis­
lation now on the statute books con­
cerning railroads, commercial aviation, 
interstate commerce, and scores of im­
portant matters before the Committee 
on Interstate and Foreign Commerce—a 
major exclusive committee—most of this 
legislation bears the name of the chair­
man of the committee, Representative 
James S. Parker of New York, or 
of some Senator who introduced the 
bill passed by the Senate which the House 
committee—that is often to say, 
John Nelson—rewrote. For ex­
ample, there is the bill regulating 
black bass in interstate commerce, 
a conservation bill supported by 
Izaak Walton Leagues throughout 
the country and said to be a model 
of its kind. It bears the name of 
a well-known fisherman-Senator, 
but John Nelson entirely rewrote 
it.
Almost any day when important 
matters are before the Committee 
on Interstate and Foreign Com­
merce, one could walk down the 
first corridor of the main floor of 
the House Office Building and hear 
Jim Parker and John Nelson, in 
Nelson’s office, shouting to each 
other about questions before the 
committee. In a few days or a few 
weeks the listener can see John
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Nelson’s ideas written into a bill reported 
by the committee. There is no member 
of the committee on whom Jim Parker 
leans more heavily than on John Nelson. 
Chairman Parker would be the first to' 
tell you—as he has often told me, both 
before and after I became correspondent 
for a Maine newspaper—that there is no 
more valuable, intelligent, thoughtful, 
and industrious member of the com­
mittee.
This, too, is characteristic of John 
Nelson. Born nearly 57 years ago in 
China, Me., of an old Revolutionary New 
England family, not a rich family, not 
an office-holding family, John Nelson has 
worked “ever since he was big enough 
to walk.” He has worked in stores, in 
cotton and lumber mills, on farms, as 
janitor and as teacher in schools, as a 
hackman i n Waterville 
while he was working his 
way through Colby Col­
lege—making, by the way, 
so much more money than 
the owner of the hack that 
the owner would not come 
back to drive it.
Yet, although he worked 
for his living while going 
to school, he was a mem­
ber of a social fraternity,
Zeta Psi at Colby, and an 
honorary legal fraternity,
Phi Alpha Delta, at the 
University of Maine Law 
School, and he was grad­
uated from Colby College 
with the highest academic 
honor, Phi Beta Kappa.
In his spare time, as 
Sam E. Conner said in the 
Lewiston Evening Journal 
nearly a decade ago, he 
played football, was edi­
tor-in-chief of the Colby 
Oracle, and was a mem­
ber of the only Maine de­
bating team which ever 
defeated Bates College.
When he was a freshman, he was 
principal of West Lebanon Academy, and 
when he was graduated from Colby, he 
rushed in where three previous principals 
had been forced out by rebellious “big 
boys” and became principal of the Water­
ville High School. He somehow had no 
trouble during the four years he served. 
They had all insisted that he would not 
last a week.
But he wanted to be a lawyer and he 
resigned and entered the office of the 
late Governor William T. Haines to “ read 
law.” Three years after he had married 
Miss Margaret H. Crosby of Dexter in 
1900, he entered the University of Maine 
Law School and completed the three 
years’ course in one year. For another 
decade he was associated with the nu­
merous projects of Governor Haines.
They tell an interesting story of his 
first law case. A man came into his 
office complaining that “ a feller come 
down and taken my colt,” claiming a 
half interest in it. He wanted young 
John Nelson to help him get the colt 
back. Upon inquiry, John Nelson learned 
that the man who “ taken the colt” was 
Hod Nelson, his uncle, owner of the fa­
mous stallion, Nelson. John Nelson took 
the case, carried it through one court 
after another, and won the case for his 
client against his uncle and some of the 
best lawyers of Maine. But John Nelson 
loves the memory of the famous horse 
that bears the family name, and one of 
the chief joys of his constant hunt for 
early American treasures of furniture,
prints, glass, china, and what-not was 
his purchase of a Currier and Ives print 
of the champion horse, Nelson.
When John Nelson left Waterville in 
1913, he went to Augusta and was asso­
ciated with Charles L. Andrews, the law 
firm being named Andrews and Nelson. 
Later William Tudor Gardiner, now 
Governor of Maine, joined the firm. John 
Nelson, the congressman, does not al­
ways agree with Tudor Gardiner, the 
Governor, but the two are the fastest of 
personal friends. Whatever the emin­
ence of the law firm may be, it is said 
that no other lawyer in Maine has tried 
more cases against corporations, for poor 
neople. without getting any pay for it, 
than has John Nelson.
He first got into politics in 1896, and 
he has taken part in every campaign
since that time. He has campaigned all 
over the state for presidential and guber­
natorial candidates, and all over the 
third district for himself. He is a good 
campaigner and a hard-hitter, but he 
does not make personal capital out of 
his campaigning for others. Nobody is 
more joyous, however, over having 
friends.
Representative and Mrs. Nelson have 
eight children. They go to school and 
they work. This one and that one has 
worked in his office in Washington. 
Jeannette, next-to-youngest, succeeded 
Eleanor, the third child, as his stenog­
rapher, when Eleanor went to work for 
the Women’s Bureau of the United 
States Department of Labor. It is an 
interesting family, because the parents 
are so proud of their children and the 
children are so proud of their parents. 
The children’s eyes shine when “ Pa” 
gets recognition, as recently, and “ Pa’s” 
eyes shine when “ Sunny,” whose name is 
Edith, is starred in a dance recital in 
New York, or Eleanor makes an un­
usually high rank in a Civil Service 
examination.
John Nelson’s congressional life is like 
his college life and his family life. He 
does scores—nay, hundreds—of things 
at once, as he did in his college life, and 
gets an enormous amount of fun out of 
it.
Furthermore, however i iuch uninspir­
ing routine work John Nelson does, he is 
likewise always a student. There are 
many congressmen who carefully study
public affairs, and there are many con­
gressmen who assiduously look after the 
demands of their constituents. Few can 
do both well. John Nelson is the kind 
of congressman who can without taking 
a breath rush from efforts to get hos­
pitalization or compensation for a dis­
abled war veteran into consideration of 
the vast and complicated problem of 
railroad consolidation. He sees the for­
est while looking at the trees, but he 
does not forget the trees and their in­
dividual characteristics.
In his district is Acadia National Park, 
which men and women and children
from every part of the United States
enjoy. John Nelson has handled most of 
the legislation needed for the develop­
ment of Maine’s magnificent mountain 
and seacoast park, so beautifully de­
scribed by its devoted sup­
erintendent, George B. 
Dorr. In his district is 
the Eastern Branch of the 
National Home for Dis­
abled Volunteer Soldiers. 
Against the opposition of 
the Director of the Bud­
get, generally known in 
Washington as an omni­
potent czar, and against 
the opposition of the War 
Department, John Nelson 
put through Congress a 
bill providing for a $750,- 
000 fireproof hospital for 
the old soldiers, hereto­
fore kept in a firetrap even 
though they were helpless 
and old and sick and 
blind. Out of that vic­
torious battle of John 
Nelson’s will eventually 
come a three million dollar 
veterans’ hospital i n 
Maine, for when engineers 
of the Veterans’ Adminis­
tration, to which manage­
ment of the old soldiers’ 
homes has been transferred in the last 
year, went to Maine to inspect the home 
and plan the $750,000 hospital, they 
found that the entire plant needs replac­
ing and have recommended the big pro­
ject for the benefit of Maine veterans of 
all wars.
He works for harbor improvements in 
his district, for markets for Maine gran­
ite in federal buildings, for measures of 
interest to the fisheries industry, so im­
portant to Maine, for better mail facil­
ities, for federal aid in eradicating the 
Blueberry maggots in Washington 
County, for the thousand and one inter­
ests of the common, ordinary citizens of 
the third district in Maine. He works 
like a steam engine but he thinks with 
his head when he works. He does not 
stop when he gets a Maine measure 
through the House of Representatives. 
He sees that action is obtained in the 
Senate.
During the drafting and enacting of 
the last tariff bill, Representative Nel­
son, like practically all other congress­
men, considered it mainly from the local 
point of view, and otherwise voted as 
a “regular” Republican was expected to 
vote. He argued on the floor and behind 
the scenes for an increase in the duty 
on potatoes. He voted for a duty on 
cement, manufactured in Maine, and 
against the proposal to admit, free of 
duty, cement imported for public works. 
He voted for the lower compromise duty 
on sugar. He voted for duties on lumber. 
He won improvements in the fish sched-
(Continued on Page 26)
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W HEN “ March with his ham­mers comes knocking at our doors” as the old Breton bal­
lad has it, we know that in­
deep we are on the threshold of spring.
On the first morning of March, grand­
father used to ask us when we came 
down to breakfast, “ Did you hear the 
two strangers knocking this morning?” 
And in answer to my question: “ Why, 
Colonel March and Captain Spring! Was 
it the old folk-lore belief handed down 
for generations?”
If we list the winds that blow, we shall 
know every humor of this interesting 
month. “ In which corner points my hal­
cyon’s bill?” Makes us remember the 
medieval belief that if the dried body of 
the kingfisher were hung by a thread 
from the ceiling it would point with its 
bill to the quarter whence the wind blew. 
Ovid tells the legend of how the faithful 
but unfortunate Ceyx and Alcyone were 
changed into kingfishers—birds which 
the Greeks believed bred at the winter 
solstice, when through the influence of 
Aeolus, the wind-god and father of the 
fond wife, all gales were hushed and the 
sea calmed so that their floating nest 
might ride uninjured over the waves dur­
ing the seven proverbial “ Halcyon Days” ; 
while a variant of the fable assigned to 
the Halcyon itself the power of quelling 
storms.
And the north-east wind helps the 
spray on the falls of the Saco river to 
form wonderful beauties; ice caverns and 
odd ice formations in amber and crystal.
The Ides of March
The Ides of March sets us an example 
to be stirring. March is preparing us all 
for our parts. Will she remember to 
leave us that song she sings when “ Wind, 
that grand old harper, smites his thun­
der-harp of pines?”
The evenings grow shorter and the 
sap-bewitched days are here, when the 
sugar-maker is abroad on the firm crust 
with his spiles and his sap-pails in the 
orchard of sugar maples on the hillside. 
As we follow after, we notice that the 
snow has settled about the fences and the 
bales of trees. The scintillating glory 
of the snow-covered earth dazzles the 
eye wdth a glitter, a purity, and an in­
tensity which finds its counterpart only 
in the sky by day and in the stars by 
night, or the keen, whip-like March wind.
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Colonel March and
Captain Spring
by Lucina H. Lombard
These sap-days of the year are the 
days of the early bird visitors. Life al­
ways becomes several shades rosier after 
the first robin announces himself. The 
crows are noisy fellows, always having 
many matters of importance to discuss, 
either in swampy fields or from tree tops. 
We hear the clatter and chatter of the 
grackles and upon investigation find an 
old maple literally loaded with strange 
fruit.
Such a March day ramble is almost 
sure to reveal the fact that the bluebirds 
have also returned. Perhaps we are not 
thinking of bluebirds until a gay patch 
of color flashes past us and alights on 
a fence post not far away. His beauti­
ful deep blue cutaway coat and rusty- 
red waistcoat looks jauntier than ever, 
we think, as he takes wing and flies away, 
ever on the look-out, even at this early 
date, for a good location to set up house­
keeping when his bride comes from the 
southland.
After a drink of maple sap we start 
home. A flock of horned larks fly up 
from the roadside. A bluejay shrills a 
call to us from the century old Line Pine. 
Chickadees are making the glade ring 
with their song, and, too, we hear the 
nut-hatches “ank, anking,” as they skip 
about on the tree-trunks. Red squirrels 
chatter to us from a maple bough for 
they, too, are sap lovers.
One yields to the necromancy of the 
day to pick out and reassort the tangled 
threads of existence to reweave them 
into a homespun that is likely to suspend 
one from some rare flight of fancy or 
dreaming or from the more serious ex­
ploring of the domain of prosaic living. 
And when we come indoors, the Spirit 
of Fire fills the room with a new incense. 
It may be the song of the woods that 
with every crackle of the open fire thrills 
one with new inspiration.
A Robin Storm
During the night a gale of wind swept 
across the Saco Valley bringing a drizzle 
of fine rain, which soon changed to snow.
Then the north wind came down from Jan 
Mayn—the home of the winds, a bleak 
volcanic island at the very top of the 
north Atlantic. The mystery of snow 
against hedges in the landscape with its 
film of feathery soft, falling flakes. There 
is but one boundary, the horizon. For 
March himself must have a snowstorm 
all his own; a damp, heavy snow that 
bends the boughs of the fragrant ever­
greens and may be rolled into huge snow­
balls and snowmen. Under sun or moon 
the landscape is one stretch of rolling 
lands with a blur of leafless woodland 
tops to pitch the key of Nature’s anthem.
“This is only a robin storm; they are 
already come to eat up the snow,”—for 
March blusters one day and smiles the 
next in a thaw that leads the willows 
and the poplars to attempt all sorts of 
reckless things.
On March 20 the spring is officially 
ushered in.
A Whim of Pan
The icicles over the door are dripping 
fast in the warm sun, and one can stand 
on the back porch and hear the swirling 
waters rush under the rustic bridge 
across the line, and see their yellow trail 
leaching more slowly through the deeps 
of snow in the swale—always dry in mid­
summer—only to break madly over the 
rocks of the pasture wall beyond, just 
where the Wine Apple grows. This third 
month of the year has more pronounced 
character than any other, for now comes 
the awakening of plant life.
The honeybee spy bestirs herself to 
take the temperature of the waning cold, 
sallying out on a foraging trip; for the 
faintly perfumed bloom on the yellow 
wants of the “pussy” willow abounds in 
tempting sweets both of bread and honey.
In the low, wet places of the woods we 
find the skunk cabbage, standing like 
little soldiers with pointed caps. And 
the spathe of the skunk cabbage is not 
beneath the bee’s notice.
(Continued on Page 28)
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MAINE women may well be proud of their organization, the Maine Federation of Women’s Clubs, which met for the midwinter 
session at Augusta, this year, on 
the evening of January 29, and all day 
Friday, the 30th. The program was one 
of activity and interest with gratifying 
results. There were 300 delegates and 
guests present, and the sessions were 
held at the Hall of Representatives in 
the State Capitol. The theme of this 
midwinter event was Ideas and Ideals of 
a Club President.
The opening get-to-gether was at 6.30 
Thursday evening, when the President’s 
Banquet was held at the Augusta House. 
Mrs. Edna A. Hutchins, president of the 
Federation, presided at all sessions. The 
first meeting Friday morning was ad­
dressed by William Tudor Gardiner, 
Governor of Maine, who extended greet­
ings to the delegates and gave a review 
of the State Survey. A response was 
given by Mrs. A. E. Chittenden, first vice 
president.
Among the most interesting reports 
given was that by the president, who 
gave an account of the activities in the 
State, asserting that club women repre­
sented in 134 clubs have contributed 
more than $24,000 for local and State 
work during the past year, this amount 
being divided into diverse community 
enterprises, such as sidewalks, city parks, 
libraries, institutions for the unfortu­
nate, public health, public schools, schol­
arships, homes for the aged, hospitals 
and playgrounds. In addition to this 
Mrs. Hutchins spoke with much enthu­
siasm of the Massachusetts Maine 
Daughters, comprised entirely of form­
er Maine residents now in Massachusetts, 
which raised $700 during the year for 
schools and hospitals, half of this amount 
coming into Maine. This organization 
was founded in 1918 under the direction 
of Mrs. James H. Flint. Mrs. Frank B. 
Twitchell, who was Miss Mary E. Stu­
art of Brownfield, is now the president. 
Meetings are held at the Hotel Ven- 
dome, Boston, the second Thursday of 
each month from October to May.
Mrs. Hutchins urged the Maine club­
women to stand in back of legislative 
bills that they have sponsored, and com­
mented on the stand that should be 
taken by women regarding the enforce­
ment of the 18th Amendment, and partici­
pation in the World Court. Mrs. Philip F. 
Chapman of Portland later spoke briefly 
on the World Court, and Mrs. Flagg on 
International Relations, as members of 
Mrs. Kenneth C. M. Sills department.
The problem of providing rural com­
munities with library privileges was 
considered in the report of Miss Annie 
L. Barr, chairman of the division of li­
braries, who called attention to the 
meaning to the small towns now with­
out these privileges, if they could be 
supplied at intervals with books and
The Maine Federation
of W om en’s Clubs
by M yrtle M. Fogg
Mrs. Edna A. Hutchins, President
periodicals. Miss Barr quoted State 
Librarian Henry E. Dunnack, as saying 
in his recent report that there were 200 
towns in Maine without public libraries. 
She suggested that a bookmobile be pro­
vided for the State Library, and that a 
survey be made for financing the proj­
ect.
Miss Leila P. Kingston, chairman of 
the radio committee, spoke of the bene­
fits derived from the use of the radio 
in the work of the Federation, and the 
work of the department of education of 
which Mrs. J. H. Huddilston of Orono 
is chairman, was reviewed, at which time 
the speaker stressed what she termed the 
great need of increasing the Equalization 
Fund in Maine, a fund of moderate size 
which is apportioned to towns having 
rates of taxation for school purposes 
higher than the average rates of the 
State. She illustrated the present plan 
which does not guarantee to children 
of poorer towns the type of educational 
opportunity which they should have.
Walter Prichard Eaton gave a stirring 
address Friday afternoon on the bill­
board situation in this State, and as a 
result of his talk the Federation re­
affirmed its stand taken at the annual 
session at Rangeley last September, for 
the control and restriction of billboards 
through taxation, declaring themselves 
in favor of the bills presented at the 
Legislature towards this end. Miss 
Florence Paul of York Village, chairman 
of Roadside Beautification, urged the 
clubwomen to feel an individual respon­
sibility in notifying their delegations to 
the Legislature of their attitude towards
the passing of the bills and Mrs. Wil­
liam A. Pattangall of Augusta said that 
this is the year for the women to let 
the members of the Legislature know 
how they feel.
The Juvenile Court Bill presented at 
this session of the Legislature has the 
endorsement of the Federation if certain 
changes recommended by the organiza­
tion are included. Mrs. Leroy Folsom 
of Norridgewock read the report of the 
bill, which she said was not entirely a 
Federation bill, but the work of several 
organizations interested in juvenile wel­
fare.
Several other reports from special and 
standing committees were given and the 
session adjourned late Friday afternoon.
Mrs. Edna A. Hutchins, President
Ably conducting the business matters 
of this midwinter session was Mrs. Edna 
A. Hutchins, who resides at Corinna. 
Mrs. Hutchins has many busy weeks, 
visiting individual clubs and district 
meetings, becoming acquainted with their 
ideals, and varied interests, also their 
unselfish devotion to the welfare of their 
clubs and their value to individual com­
munities. She was among the delegates 
attending the General Federation Bien­
nial at Denver, Colorado, in June, 1930, 
giving a speech on State President’s 
night on “ Your Service as a Citizen,” 
the keynote of the conference being 
Woman’s Service as a Citizen, set by 
Mrs. John F. Sippel, General Federation 
President.
Before be.coming president of the 
Maine Federation Mrs. Hutchins was first 
vice president. She had served for six 
years in the State Federation and has 
executive ability coupled with untiring 
energy to promote the best interests of 
the organization. She organized the 
Corinna Women’s Literary Club in 1907, 
which was federated the same year, and 
she was the first president, also being 
co-organizer with the late Mrs. C. S. 
Brewster of the Onawa Literary Union 
composed of clubs in the towns of Dex­
ter, Corinna, Dover-Foxcroft, Pittsfield 
and Sangerville. She has served as 
president of that organization which has 
forged forward until it is one of the 
largest unions in the State. Mrs. Hut­
chins also organized the Newport Wom­
an’s Club, and has served as vice presi­
dent of the Republican Town Commit­
tee. Among other organizations, Mrs. 
Hutchins has served two terms as worthy 
matron of Corinna Chapter O. E. S., past 
noble grand of Cleora Rebekah Lodge, 
and has been treasurer of the Maine 
D. A. R., being a member of Rebecca 
Weston Chapter at Dexter. Her inter­
est has always been with the Y. W. C. A., 
and she was librarian of the Stuart 
Memorial Library of Corinna, as well as 
a member of the school board.
(Continued on Page 21)
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M aggies La
by Helen Marr Springer
A Two-Part Story-Part I
AN ODD little fraction of humanity was Abel Cruikshank, sitting on a cold October afternoon before the door of the weatherbeaten 
dwelling which was his, he ap­
peared to have drifted from the oak 
branches above him—just another 
twisted brown old leaf, veins showing in 
startling clearness through a dry, trans­
parent skin. Smoke curled from a 
happy pipe; deep blue eyes, sheltered by 
hooded lids, looked afar to the edge of 
white capped water, where an occasional 
audacious sail dared to break the clear 
blue coldness of the horizon.
Strange, this calm content, for Abel 
Cruikshank was going away—away from 
the little beach home so typical of New 
England shores, a house with a string 
of lesser buildings attached, a main idea 
with a series of after-thoughts. Origi­
nally there had been tillable soil all 
about, but with the hungry encroachment 
of the sea this had been swallowed up, 
and now the water lapped eagerly not 
far from Abel’s sandy doorstep.
Abel was going away because of Mag­
gie. His fight alone these two long years 
had been a valiant one. Yet the wail 
of the wind without, in the long black 
nights, and the deeply hollow voice of 
lonely waves shivering at his very door, 
created in Abel, old man of the sea that 
he was, a yearning to spend the rest of 
his days near the spot where Maggie 
lay—quiet, waiting.
Abel’s wife had died while they were 
enjoying a long anticipated visit with 
young Maggie at Cape Cod. Many 
months it had taken to save for the trip; 
saved from the money for Abel’s clams, 
fish, and lobsters, and from Maggie’s 
eggs and berries. But it had been done, 
and a month was spent in happiness at 
the home of young Maggie and her fish­
erman husband.
The baby, a boy, had been the pride of 
them both. In fact, Maggie had been 
holding him when her gray head had 
slipped forward all too quietly from the 
cushioned back of the rocker, and her 
capable arms hung loosely, emptily. 
Maggie’s work was done. Not so Abel’s. 
It was in vain that young Maggie had 
begged her father to stay on with them. 
Abel shook his head—sometime, not yet. 
He would bury his wife’s body there, 
close by the house of young Maggie, but 
Abel’s home called to him in those 
empty, strange, dark afterdays. It 
beckoned, the little house in Maine, on 
the sun warmed Scarboro beach. Back 
there, it had seemed to the man, would 
be the comfort of Maggie’s spirit.
Returning, he had found it in Maggie’s 
chair—her ladderback. Tall and straight 
it was, as Maggie herself. Its smooth 
black surfaces reflected a pleasant glossi­
ness, even as Maggie’s hair in the early 
days, before the quiet gray had softly 
touched her head with its benediction of 
dignity.
A bel
“It’s steady and firm, Abel, that’s why 
I like it. I’m never one to laze around, 
and the straighter you sit, the straighter 
you’ll live’s my claim.”
Thus, through two grimly silent years 
they went—the chair and Abel Cruik­
shank. There was the funeral debt to 
be paid. There was money that the boy 
could ill afford to spare, to be returned 
to young Maggie’s husband, who had 
managed to lend Abel enough to come 
back to his home in Maine. And after 
that, there had been money for a monu­
ment; a stone somehow symbolic of the 
great love Abel bore his wife.
And now the chair possessed him this 
crisp fall day that he had made his 
decision, deriving a long absent sense of 
comfort from the thought of spending 
the remainder of his days where Maggie 
waited; where young Maggie and her 
husband would welcome him to a com­
panionable fireside. To the children— 
there were two now—he might tell tales 
of the sea, as they sat together before 
the driftwood fires of winter. When they 
tired of these, there would be fishing nets 
to mend. In summer, a little clam dig­
ging, a little fishing near shore. A shore 
hugger? Well, perhaps one need not 
scorn so much to be a shore hugger after 
one’s best years had been spent in end­
less battle with the open sea.
The click of hoof against stone in the 
grass grown road beside Abel’s house, 
caused him to turn his head.
“ Last mail delivery on the beach this 
season, Abel,” called the carrier from his 
buggy. “ All cottages closed but the 
Guthrie’s, and him and you’ll have to get 
your letters from the Inn from now on.”
Abel, chuckling, went to take his letter. 
“ Reckon my cottage’ll be closed, too, in a 
day or so, Sam. I’m winterin’ at Miami.” 
Then—as the fellow in the buggy laughed 
loudly, slapping his knee—Abel added, 
“ I’m goin’ to young Maggie’s at Cape 
Cod. Wouldn’t wonder if I stayed. Kind 
o’ gets a feller livin’ here alone, Sam— 
winters an’ all—and them lobster traps 
is mighty, mighty heavy to hoist in the 
water—ain’t so young as I used to be.”
Now Abel, seated again in the ladder- 
back, proceeded to open young Maggie’s 
letter. Bright an’ quick like her Ma she 
was. Wrote the sort of letter made you 
feel like scuttlin’ right round about your 
business. Abel reckoned he’d be making 
tracks to the house to pack up his few 
belongings just as soon as he had read 
what young Maggie had to say.
“ Dear Pa,
. Seems quite a spell since I
wrote. Lord knows I ain’t had time. 
Such trouble as we’re in! Buddie took 
sick with tonsilitis, an’ it’s left him 
paralyzed from the waist down. Thank 
God it ain’t for always the doctor says, 
if we can get his tonsils out right away. 
They’re fillin’ him up with a mess o’ 
poison. It’ll cost fifty dollars, Pa! Ain’t 
that terrible ? Dave an’ I, we ain’t got 
near that much on hand. Pa—could you 
—have you—got somewheres near that 
to lend us? Poor little Bud, he suffers 
so! An’ the baby—little tyke—her legs 
is so bowed. Doctor says she needs dif­
ferent food, but God knows......... well
Pa, let me know first off if you can let 
us have the money.
Your lovin’ daughter,
Maggie”
White gulls dipped and rose, above 
moving shimmering blue at the smooth 
brown beach’s edge. Several left their 
mates to wheel low above Abel Cruik­
shank, as he sat bent and uncomfortable 
in the high, straight ladderback. Poor 
little Bud! How robust he had seemed 
that last day in his grandmother’s arms, 
and now how helpless. But, thank God, 
not for always. Abel must send the 
money at once which he had saved for 
his trip. Then he must begin planning 
for another sharply bitter winter alone 
in his house by the sea.
He looked about him at the falling 
leaves—at the dry gray beach grass down 
beyond—at the closed and blank faced 
cottages on the bluff—then back again at 
the tireless moving sea. A damp fog 
was blowing in, even as the sun shone 
none too warmly. Abel sensed the touch 
of winter already at his door.
“ Well, well, there you are sitting in 
the ladderback again, looking as uncom­
fortable as one of your own fish out of 
water.”
Abel started up. So engrossed had he 
been in his suddenly changed scheme of 
things, that he had not noticed Colonel 
Guthrie’s approach.
“ Closing my cottage this afternoon, 
Abel. Going back to Boston. Getting 
pretty chilly these October days.”
“Yes,” Abel replied, “Time I was 
bankin’ seaweed around the house foun­
dation.”
“ Wish you’d let me buy that chair,” 
Colonel Guthrie touched the ladderback
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appraisingly. “ I’ve offered before, but 
you’re mighty s e t ... .a  splendid Phila­
delphia specimen—hard to find these 
days—in wonderful repair. .. .firm .. . .
solid.......  I’ll give you fifty dollars for
it, Abel.”
No answer came to Colonel Guthrie 
as he waited; only the cry of sea birds, 
and a little mournful voice of wind as it 
wandered, lonely, on the shore. Abel was 
sensing the warm comfort of young Mag­
gie’s home, the companionship of blood 
relations; was feeling the half welcome 
poignancy which the nearness to Mag­
gie’s resting place would bring him. He 
could hear, almost, the voice of his wife, 
telling him to go ahead and sell the chair 
to help little Bud; then with his own 
money, go on to young Maggie’s as he 
had planned.
The voice of Colonel Guthrie roused 
him. “ Come Abel—can I have it? ”
Have it! A stranger have Maggie’s 
chair; set it up somewhere as a sort of 
curiosity to poke at, pry at—and perhaps 
later, to haggle over when need of money 
prompted the owner to sell. Money! 
Abel muttered a little curse and rose, 
to stand there gnome-like beside the 
ladderback.
“ Colonel—this ain’t my chair to sell. 
It’s Maggie’s—my wife’s.”
“ But Abel—your wife is—gone.”
“ Yes” the reply came slowly, “ but I’ve 
a sort of n otion ....” his thin brown 
hands caressed the chair.
It was then that Colonel Guthrie began 
a sudden, rapid polishing of his glasses, 
accompanied by a brisk flow of conversa­
tion. “ A fine collection of antiques in 
my cottage, Abel. Been gathering them 
all summer from all over Maine. Why, 
the things I’ve got. up there”—he indi­
cated his cottage, high on the bluff before 
them—“ would bring several thousands 
at private sales in Boston. I’ve arranged 
for a moving van to come down here with 
me in four or five days now, and move 
my treasures. W e ll.... I’ll be going 
a long....see you again the last of the 
week” and the Colonel disappeared down 
the beach.
Alone again, Abel Cruikshank entered 
his home. From some secret cranny in 
the ancient walls he drew forth a worn 
wallet. How many toiling days had gone 
into the saving of the well thumbed bills 
within? At the bare pine table in his 
kitchen he counted it—fifty-six dollars. 
That would leave six dollars for supplies. 
Off up the road he went—a bending 
figure. Ben the Inn keeper was going 
to Portland today, and Abel would ask 
a ride with him.
It was after dark that night when the 
men returned. Ben helped Abel carry 
in the supplies he had purchased for the 
first cold months ahead. Roughly com­
mon things they were; salt pork, pota­
toes, corn meal, molasses, a little coffee, 
matches, kerosene in a big container, 
swaddled about in several thicknesses of 
newspaper.
“ Thank’y Ben.”
“ S’all right Abel.”
Solitude again. Abel put away his 
purchases, then removed the newspaper 
from the kerosene can. He looked at it 
indifferently. Abel was never a reader 
of the press. He felt it took too much 
account of crime. Here it was now, ar­
resting, in huge frontpageness. “ Long 
sought Massachusetts thief believed ly­
ing low in this vicinity.” Abel shook 
his head; he was glad that he lived in 
the background where dishonor knew no 
place.
It was after his lamp had been freshly 
filled that the old man heard the sound
of a motor without. To the door he 
went, light held high.
“Any cottages for sale around here?” 
A common inquiry, and yet, made gen­
erally in spring or early summer.
“ Why” Abel hesitated, “ don’t recol­
lect any right now. The Avery’s there 
was intendin’ to sell, but seems like they 
changed their minds.”
“ Mind if I come in—been driving 
pretty long in the cold.”
Inside, the stranger threw back his 
coat and seated himself. A question 
came suddenly from his lips, “ Where’s 
the Guthrie cottage?”
“ Guthrie? Laws man! His place ain’t 
for sale.”
The stranger’s voice was hard, “ I 
asked you where the cottage is.”
“ On the bluff before ye—can’t see it 
tonight though—too foggy. He just left 
this afternoon or you could a talked with 
him yourself.”
The man looked up quickly—“ Coming 
back when?”
“ Told me four or five days” replied 
Abel between puffs at his pipe.
The man before him seemed to be mak­
ing rapid mental calculations. When 
he looked up his eyes held a look of 
superior amusement, “ So you think he 
wouldn’t sell, eh?” Then, as his glance 
rested on the ladderback in its favorite 
corner, —“ Old chair.”
“ Yeh.”
“ Give you twenty dollars for it.” 
“ T’aint for sale.”
“ Twenty-five.”
“ No.”
The man bent forward—“ Thirty” he 
rasped.
“ No.”
“ Well, old man, you must have plenty 
of money on hand then” and the eyes 
that swiftly searched the room held a 
look of covert greediness.
“ No, I was clean wiped out today.”
“ Thieves?” The man turned quickly 
in his chair.
“Nope. Sent it all to my daughter. 
But I’ll be makin’ out fair an’ better 
with my lobster traps from now on. Sole 
means of support, but a good one. 
Twenty-seven traps. You could see the 
buoys of ’em out here if it was a good 
moonlight night.”
Abruptly the stranger interrupted old 
Abel. “ I want that chair.”
Curiously Abel scrutinized him. “That 
there is more’n a chair, and I don’t aim 
to sell it my friend.”
“Then I’ll be on my way.”
The last sounds of the motor died 
away up the road as Abel finished his 
pipe. “ Ornary cuss” he said, and carried 
the lamp into his bedroom.
That night it stormed. Not one of the 
lawless, raging, devil dances, that often 
herald the advent of a Maine winter; but 
a steady torrent, undisturbed even by 
moaning intervals of wind. When morn­
ing broke, it saw Old Abel peering 
through a rain streaked pane. “ When 
she eases a might I’ll visit the traps” 
he said.
So it was that murky noontide found 
him headed for the first of his lobster 
buoys. Gradually, he was forced to 
believe he had taken the wrong course, 
for, row as he might, no buoy came in 
sight. Finally, sickened, he accepted the 
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ANNOUNCEMENT
<‘  ~r SWAN, biddy, it’s too dum bad, an' I feel like a dam murderer, dumnd if I 
I  don’t!” apologized Uncle Laban Pence over the rumpled plumage of Widow 
Buzzell’s white Plymouth Rock rooster.
But at that psychological moment Laban caught sight of Doctor “ Dun” Van 
Leyden’s high-stepping skittish colt looming in the offing; old Doc’ Van Leyden 
(grandfather of Lora of TH E  HOUSE OF LITTLE SHIPS) who ‘ ‘wouldn’t keep a 
hoss in his stable that warn’t scared of auttermobiles because it was proof positive 
that the critter was lackin’ in natural common sense.”
Laban hastily concealed the circumstantial evidence, but, alas! neglected the 
scattered feathers by the roadside. Dr. Dun went shying' past on two wheels and 
with his colt in the air.
‘ ‘Hey, Labe; did yer run over a feather-bed or kill a flock of angels!”
In the early autumn of 1905 Uncle Laban Pence declared that there was all o’ 
six or seven hundred cars registered in the State of Maine. A feller had to keep 
abreast of the times, he said, so he decided to purchase an automobile. Ignoring the 
experienced and conservative advice of his friend Jerry Reynolds who recommended 
one o' them model F. one-cylinder Cadillacs as the small touring-car best suited to■ 
Laban’s use, the harness-maker found himself in the toils of a high-pressure salesman. 
Before he realized the fact, Laban was the disgusted proprietor of a double-cylinder 
touring-car and more assorted difficulties than Pandora’s box ever knew about.
Uncle Laban’s trials and triumphs as a " shawfur,” the idiosyncrasies of those' 
iron-mongers’ monstrosities that masqueraded as motor-cars during the gay nineties, 
the ‘ ‘one hundred mile endurance run” of the Kendalport Automobile Club, where 
a very pleasant time was NOT enjoyed by all— and all the limitations and prejudices 
of those early days when the self-starter and road-side filling-station were on the 
other side of the hill, and straight-eights and twin-sixes were unknown. The un­
timely and unmourned demise of Uncle Laban’s touring-car; his joyous return to his 
‘ ‘basket-stanhope” drawn by his beloved twelve-year-old "colts.”  And then— Uncle 
Laban’s final surrender to the reign of the motor king and the dawn of the auto­
motive era.
If you drove your first motor-car twenty years ago, or were initiated to the lure of 
the road A. D. S. P. (Since Prohibition) you will surely enjoy this story. " Salomy,”  
Jerry Reynolds, Constable John Tom and other Kendalport characters already known 
to the readers of SUN-UP mingle their quaint humor and philosophy, making
" GIT A HORSE!”
one of the best stories Reina LeBreton has ever written.
To be released in the April Issue.
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Biddeford and Saco 
lVlainefs Industrial 
Entrance
One of the many industrial plants in Biddeford 
and Saco
S
ITUATED on the Saco river, five 
miles from its mouth, with a popu­
lation of 30,000 and a summer in­
crease of 20,000 more, and having 
some of the largest industrial 
plants of the state, chief among which 
are the Pepperell Mills of world wide 
prominence, Biddeford and Saco can well 
lay claim to playing a most important 
part in the industrial life of the state, 
and adopt for its slogan “ Maine’s In­
dustrial Entrance.” The vast amount of 
water power provided by the Saco River 
has been utilized to furnish hydro-elec­
tric energy for the many plants in opera­
tion. The presence of this power causes 
very low rates on electricity for both 
manufacturing and domestic purposes. 
The cities are equipped with an excellent 
water plant,_ having a storage capacity 
of nine million gallons; a modern me­
chanical filtration plant; 103 miles of 
mains, serving successfully the winter 
population and meeting the increased 
demands of the summer guests.
Of financial organizations there are 
a number. Five commercial banks with 
capital, surplus and undivided profits of 
over $2,000,000; deposits of over $13,- 
000,000; and total resources of $16,000,- 
000 amply care for the needs of the 
inhabitants. A Building and Loan Asso­
ciation for home builders adds to the 
financial facilities available.
Biddeford and Saco are ideally located 
on U. S. highway number 1. Radiating 
from the two cities are other first class 
highways, all handling tourists, the num­
bers of which increase yearly. Within 
a few miles’ radius are some of the finest 
beaches in the state and on the Atlantic 
Coast. Old Orchard Beach, proudly 
designated by its admirers as “ The Finest 
Beach in the World” and accorded that 
distinction by many summer guests, lies 
three miles to the north. Kennebunk 
Beach, home of Kenneth Roberts and 
Booth Tarkington, is nine miles to the 
south. Ogunquit, Wells Beach, and York 
Beach are also within easy reaching 
distance. Points of historic interest and 
of rare beauty dot the coastline for miles 
on either side of the mouth of the Saco 
River. These ideal summer resorts are 
all equipped with modem hotels, excel­
lent cottages, and other pleasure ad­
juncts. It is but a four-hour drive to 
the glories of the White Mountains, over 
excellent roads.
The assessed valuation of Biddeford 
and Saco is over $22,800,000. There are 
150 miles of streets and 35 miles of 
pavement. All main thoroughfares and
all streets in the com­
mercial and industrial sec­
tions are paved or otherwise 
hard-surfaced. There is 
a modern street lighting 
system with over 1300 street 
lamps in service, splendid, new, modern 
white ways in both cities; modern motor­
ized fire equipment; efficient fire fighting 
forces—Civil Service; efficient police 
forces, supervised by Police >■ Commission. 
Two divisions of the Boston and Maine 
railroad, providing shippers with quickest 
and best facilities at attractive rates 
and excellent passenger service, combine 
to make transportation facilities excel­
lent. Bus and interurban connections 
to Portland and surrounding cities pro­
vide access and egress to and from the 
cities. The local street railroad which
has had a five cent fare since 1887 has 
a record of 1,500,000 passengers for a 
year. The Saco river is navigable with 
a splendid harbor which is kept open 
11 months of the year, and handles a 
yearly traffic of 100,000 tons. At present 
the river is being dredged and the break­
water extended by the Federal Govern­
ment at a cost of approximately $150,000. 
With this improvement there is an in­
surance of a great increase in the ton­
nage of shipping.
Biddeford and Saco are fortunate in 
having two libraries, both endowed and 
splendidly equipped with over 112,000 
books in circulation. Twenty churches 
of all denominations are represented in 
the communities. Both Rotary and Ki- 
wanis clubs are active in the life of 
the city. Modern and fine bank buildings
City Square, Biddeford
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and busy retail stores make it an ideal 
business and shopping center.
One of the oldest organizations which 
has had a continued existence is the Saco 
and Biddeford Savings Institution, the 
beginnings of which date back to 1827. 
At about the time of Lafayette’s recep­
tion in 1825 at Biddeford some far-see­
ing and public-spirited men in the town 
of Saco began to feel a sense of respon­
sibility for the prosperity and welfare of 
the average citizen. After due considera­
tion and application to the legislature 
of Maine for articles of incorpora­
tion, these men were rewarded by the 
commission of the legislature and the 
approval of the Governor and founded 
the Saco and Biddeford Savings Institu­
tion. These founders were: Ether Shep- 
ley, Jonathan Tucker, Samuel Peirson, 
Isaac Emery, Jonathan King, Samuel 
Hartley, Reuben H. Green, Robert Rogers 
and John F. Scamman. With this approval 
there was issued an “Announcement” or 
“Broadside” as such announcements were 
termed at that time, to the effect that 
the institution’s design was to have a 
place for people of limited means to 
deposit their money. At the first meet­
ing of the incorporators Samuel Peirson 
was chosen treasurer, acting in that ca­
pacity until 1843. The offices of the bank 
were in what was known in later years 
as the Beatty Building which stood di­
rectly where the present bank stands. 
The early banking hours of the organ­
ization were even more restrictive than 
those of the present time, since the bank 
was advertised to be open “ Every Wed­
nesday from half past ten to twelve 
o’clock.” Thus began the formation more 
than 100 years ago of the Saco and Bid­
deford Savings Institution, which bears 
today the distinction of being the oldest 
bank in Maine.
Biddeford and Saco are fortunate in 
having one of the best equipped hospitals 
in the state. The Webber Hospital, 
named in honor of Moses W. Webber
Biddeford High School
of Biddeford, was founded in 
November, 1899. The organ­
izers included Robert McAr­
thur, Dr. John Lord, Dr. C. J.
Emery, Charles A. Moody,
Charles E. Goodwin, Dr. S. J.
Bassford, Edward W. Staples,
George K. Gibbs, Dr. M. H.
Ferguson, James S. Brackett,
Benjamin F. Day and Ed­
win Stone. The appoint­
ments of the hospital are of 
the finest, and make possible 
all of the advantages to the 
patients offered by larger 
dispensaries. A few years 
ago a new building was 
erected as a home for nurses, 
and a course for instruction 
in nursing was instituted at 
the hospital. C o m p l e t e  
courses in theoretical and 
practical work are given and 
a degree of registered nurse is granted 
to the graduates of the school. The 
whole of York County may profit by the 
assistance of the Webber Hospital and 
the precision with which it is managed. 
The size of the hospital and the extent 
of equipment are creditable features 
which are hardly exceeded by cities of a 
much greater population than Bidde­
ford and Saco.
The building itself which was erected 
at the cost of $200,000 is fire proof, and 
is situated on the top of a slight rise, 
assuring the patients of sunny and well 
ventilated rooms. There are two fully 
equipped operating rooms and an ex­
cellent X-ray department. The expenses 
are met in part by a trust fund created 
by Mr. Webber.
When the history of Biddeford and 
Saco is to be dwelt upon, the beginning 
must be made at the artery which forms 
the most vital part of the community— 
the Saco river. Rising in the “ White 
Hills,” this stream travels its winding 
way through Conway meadows and
Fryeburg fields, down through the coun­
try towns, receiving the Ossipees in its 
embrace, until at Hollis and Buxton it 
pours through a deep gorge and sweeps 
on to Biddeford and the islands in its 
triumphant journey to the sea. Coming 
up the river there are several places 
where one may see, looking ahead from 
a boat, only the irregular banks clothed 
with evergreen, oak, and birch trees. It 
is not difficult from this scene to recon­
struct the story of the early voyager 
and his reactions to the beauty of the 
shores. A fairer and more ideal location 
for a city can not be imagined. By 
moonlight, at sunset, or at midday the 
scene is equally beautiful and romantic 
until, rounding the last bend, the clus­
tered spires of the churches and the mas­
sive walls of the great mills come to 
view with the homes rising on either 
hand. This approach to Biddeford and 
Saco by water gives the newcomer a 
most beautiful introduction to the com­
munity.
An airplane view of the twin cities
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The Webber Memorial Hospital
There are tales of the Dane and Norse­
men on New England shores; the English 
Cabots, Gosnold, Weymouth, and Martin 
Pring achieved glory and lasting fame. 
In 1603, Martin Pring of Bristol, Eng­
land, sailed up the Saco for five miles, 
finding nothing to interest him or his 
men in the heavily wooded shores and 
seeing nc living creature. This is the 
first record of the discovery of the Saco. 
In 1606 Champlain, map maker to the 
French King, made a careful survey of 
the coast from Newfoundland to Cape 
Cod and after touching at various points 
east of Biddeford, sighted Wood Island, 
which he called the Isle of Bacchus from 
the profusion of grape vines, with which 
it was covered.
But it remained for the English Rich­
ard Vines, the bold Captain sent over by 
Sir Ferdinando Gorges, to make the first 
settlement in the town’s present limits 
and to stand at the head of our roll of 
honor. For ten years following Cham­
plain’s short stay, the Saco river re­
mained unvisited. The great Plymouth 
Company, incorporated (not to be con­
founded with the later colony of that 
name), attempted settlements at various 
points, but without success and the mem­
bers, as is customary in such cases, be­
came discouraged and lost interest. Sir 
Ferdinando Gorges, one of the leaders 
of that company, realizing the great 
opportunities for trade and colonization, 
persevered and drew on his own private 
fortune for means to purchase a ship and 
equip an expedition for purposes of trade, 
as he publicly announced. But his pri­
vate object and ambition was coloniza­
tion and in 1616 he sent over a vessel 
with thirty-two men “ hired at extreme 
rates,” with Captain Richard Vines in 
command. His orders to Captain Vines 
were to land in some suitable harbor 
and abide there through the fall and 
winter months, to test the climate for 
a permanent settlement.
In the spring of 1617, Captain Vines 
returned in his vessel to England, re­
porting his experiences to Gorges, mak­
ing a number of voyages and always to 
Biddeford Pool, known in those days as 
“Winter Harbor.”
In 1620, the Plymouth Company, Which 
had received its charter from King 
James in 1606, was reorganized and re­
incorporated under the name of the 
Plymouth Council and on February 1, 
1630, issued two grants, one of which
conveyed to Richard Vines and John Old­
ham land lying on the south side of the 
Saco river, or the Biddeford side, four 
miles in breadth along the seawall and 
extending back in the country eight 
miles. The grants had the condition at­
tached that their leaders should take 
fifty persons to these parts, during the 
next seven years, live there and cultivate 
the land, at the same time protecting 
themselves against “ the natives and 
other invaders.”
On the 25th day of June, 1630, Richard 
Vines took legal possession of the land 
granted to Oldham and himself. The 
next year, 1631, June 28th, the other 
grant was legally possessed, it being on 
the Saco side of the river.
In 1635, the Plymouth Council resigned 
their charter into the hands of the King, 
after granting a new patent to Gorges, 
including the “ territory between the 
Pascataqua and Sagadehock.” He pro­
ceeded to establish a government and 
sent over commissions to Vines and 
others as councillors. They convened at 
the home of Richard Bonython on the 
Saco side of the river and held a sort 
of court for several days. In 1639, 
Gorges obtained a charter from the King, 
confirming the grant from the Council 
and named his possession from Ports­
mouth to the Kennebec, the “ Province 
or Countie of Maine.” The name was 
given in compliment to the Queen of 
England, daughter of Henry IV of 
France, who was connected with the 
province of Meyne or Maine in France.
Gorges’ fortunes failed in England and 
in 1645 he was plundered and thrown 
into prison. The General Court here, 
in protection to themselves, made Rich- 
ai-d Vines Deputy Governor and he ad­
ministered the affairs of the Province. 
The latter part of 1645 he sold his grant 
and moved to the Barbadoes, West Indies, 
where he died and where his grave may 
be seen today.
Massachusetts Bay laid claim early 
to this Province and finally the majority 
of the inhabitants in 1653 submitted 
themselves and came under the protec­
tion of Massachusetts. When Charles 
II came to the throne, Maine was made 
an independent province again, but in 
1678 young Gorges, son of Sir Ferdin­
ando, sold Maine to Massachusetts for 
£1250 and she remained a part of the 
same until 1820.
The inhabitants late in 1718 drew up a 
petition for the reorganization of the 
settlement and closes with the request 
“and that the Name thereof be Bidde­
ford.” This was granted and the name 
has belonged to the south side of the
T H E  W E B B E R  
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Masonic Building, Saco
Saco river ever since. It is taken from 
a town in Devonshire, England, from 
which some of the settlers came. The 
first town meeting under the name of 
Biddeford was held in March, 1719. In 
1730 it became a town by itself. July 
30, 1774, at a mass meeting of the in­
habitants of Biddeford, there were 
passed some very strong and stormy 
resolutions and at a subsequent meeting, 
December 22, 1774, a Committee of 
Safety was chosen and money voted for 
defense. The leading men “ defended to 
the fullest extent the measures taken by 
the provincial congress, cutting off all 
intercourse with Great Britain.” Bidde­
ford did its part in the Revolution nobly 
and it is said that “ no towns in this 
quarter contributed more liberally” in 
respect to men and provisions than the 
twin cities. A number were in the Battle 
of Bunker Hill and other noted engage­
ments.
The first Post Office was established in 
Biddeford in 1789 and mail was brought 
into town at first on horseback and after­
ward in a light wagon. In 1826 the first 
cotton mill was built, calculated to con­
tain 12,000 spindles and 300 looms. This 
was the beginning of the cotton mill in­
dustry in this section. In 1831 the pres­
ent York Manufacturing Co. was formed 
and is now the great “York Corporation” 
of today. The Saco Water Power Co., 
out of which grew the great Pepperell 
Manufacturing Co., though as a separate 
corporation, was organized 1839. In 1847 
a corporation was formed to manufacture 
cotton and woolen goods, organized by 
the same men who formed the Water 
Power Co. The Laconia Corporation was 
organized in 1844 and the present _ Pep­
perell Company includes the original
company and the Laconia combined and 
its products go all over the world. In 
1840 the preliminary survey was made 
for the building of the Old Portland, 
Saco and Portsmouth railroad and in 
1842 it was declared open for travel 
and trains were run between Portland 
and Portsmouth. This is now a part of 
the Eastern Division of the Boston and 
Maine. In 1874 the Boston and Maine 
built an extension serving the thickly 
populated portion of Biddeford and it 
was a great factor in building up Old 
Orchard, in fact, the entire shore between 
the Saco river and Pine Point. Then 
came the merger of the two roads in the 
Eastern and Western Divisions of the 
Boston and Maine. In 1888 the Bidde­
ford and Saco Horse Railroad ran its 
first cars over their line. The road was 
electrified in 1892. February 7, 1845, 
saw the beginning of the publication of 
the “ Union,” one parent of the “ Bidde­
ford Journal” of today. The oldest paper, 
of which any account can be found, is 
the “ Maine Palladium,” the first num­
ber being issued March 15, 1826, this 
being also sent out from Saco. ,On July 
1, 1880, the “ Biddeford Journal” came 
into being and on January 1, 1884, it 
came out as a daily. The first record of 
any fire company in this city is of the 
old Pioneers in 1848, and from the old 
system has evolved the most modern 
equipment now in use today.
In 1855 Biddeford received its charter 
and became an incorporated city 
and is today the fourth largest in Maine. 
In 1861 the citizens responded to the 
call of troops and Biddeford sent her 
quota of hardy, patriotic men to defend 
the Union cause against the south.
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Winds of Pordand
by Louis MacVaneFROM whatever direction the wind blows you may be quite sure that the “ Port of Portland” has its share 
of winds, the sea-breezes being most 
invigorating. A noted student of 
the weather has said that no other one 
factor has such an influence on the life 
of the American people as the wind!
The ocean winds were put to good use, 
too, in early days in Portland; for they 
were needed for the grinding of corn, 
and that was the reason for the appear­
ance of wind mills in several locations, 
adding a picturesque note to the land­
scape. It is a pity that these quaint 
buildings were not preserved as at Cape 
Cod to express the atmosphere of the 
ancient town.
In 1748, it appears from Mr. Smith’s 
journal that there was but one corn mill 
in town at that time, and this was owned 
by Mr. Conant at Saccarappa on the 
Presumpscot River. There was then no 
other between Saco and North Yar­
mouth. Soon after this, a windmill for 
grinding corn was built on the corner 
of School (now Pearl) and Congress 
Streets, which was in operation in 1754 
and continued through the Revolutionary 
War. The stone from this old windmill- 
may now be seen at the Pearl Street en­
trance to Lincoln Park. The town es­
tablished the miller’s toll at two quarts 
in a bushel.
In Parson Deane’s diary, under date 
of May 26, 1784, he tells us of Dr. Watts
opening the new road through his lot. A 
note by the historian Willis says this 
road must have been what was called 
Beaver Lane, now that part of Brown 
Street which lies between Congress and 
Free Streets. Free Street was laid out 
through it in 1786, before which there 
had been only a path up to the Wind Mill, 
built after the Revolution on a rocky 
hill. Free Street for a long time retained 
the name of Windmill Street; as late as 
1790, it is so described from Watts to 
Elijah Kellogg. Where the Elks Club 
is now, used to be called Windmill Hill. 
This windmill was moved about 1835 
across Back Cove, on the ice by oxen, 
and placed on the rising ground near 
Fall Brook, a stream now almost dry 
(in consequence of the clearing up of 
the country) which rises in swampy land 
in Westbrook.
Another early windmill stood at the 
corner of Pine and Vaughan Streets. The 
sails were made of linen duck laced on 
to a frame. “ As early as 1820,” the his­
torian writes, “ in making occasional 
visits at an aunt’s nearby, we children 
were accustomed to visit the old wind­
mill to play in and around it. It was a 
dilapidated structure then, and could not 
long have survived.”
A later windmill stood in Deerin'g’s pas­
ture, just back of the spot on which now 
stands the Baxter Public Library. This 
windmill must have been that at “ Friend 
Dow’s Tannery,” J. Dow and Son’s wind­
mill for grinding bark, which stood at 
the boundary of the pasture and the 
tannery, which was in the rear of 
Friend Dow’s house. His granddaughter 
(writing in 1890) says, “ One of my 
earliest recollections is of watching as a 
little child the sails of this mill, which 
from the windows of my own home on 
the opposite side of Congress Street, I 
could just see over the roof of my grand­
father’s house opposite, or still more to 
my delight watch it from the rear win­
dows of my grandfather’s house, where 
I could see the whole windmill beyond 
the garden. A steam engine took the 
place of the windmill at about 1840, 
which I believe to be the first, or nearly 
the first, in the city, to be applied to 
mechanical uses.” This tannery was 
later carried on by the son, Neal Dow, 
father of Prohibition.
Another windmill was at the foot of 
Elm Street, about ninety years ago. This 
was for grinding bark for the tannery 
located there.
The typical colonial windmill was an 
octagonal “ smock mill” so called in Eng­
land because of its fancied resemblance 
to a wagoner’s smock. It is said to have 
been invented by a Fleming about the 
middle of the 16th century and was 
probably introduced into England by 
Dutch engineers engaged in land drain­
age at the beginning of the 17th cen­
tury.
Before this there was the type known 
as past mills; and it is commonly believed 
that windmills were an invention brought 
back by the Crusaders who saw them 
while travelling overland through West­
ern Europe, as they bear no resemblance 
to those of the Saracens or in Mediter­
ranean countries.
We are reminded that the moral of 
Cervantes “Don Quixote” was “ as vain 
a quest as tilting at windmills!”
Where the Winds of Portland are most closely watched— the Portland 
Airport at Scarboro
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This is New York: by Robert E. Sher­
wood. Charles Scribner’s Sons, New 
York. $2.00.
A Play in Three Acts
“ .......Not the New York, perhaps, of
fact, but the vastly more infamous New 
York of fiction.
“ This is the New York that every­
body knows, and that everybody wants 
to visit, and where nobody cares to live, 
and about which this play is written. 
And I confidently assert that, either from 
the viewpoint of the South Dakota 
Krulls or from that of the guests at 
Harry Glassman’s party, it is no exag­
geration.”
The quotation is the ending of Mr. 
Sherwood’s vastly entertaining preface. 
The preface itself would be worth the 
reading even if it did not have a play 
attached. And the play is well worth 
reading and probably worth seeing, al­
though that pleasure has not been vouch­
safed the writer. It is all about “ the 
conflict between the city of New York 
and the rest of the United States” 
which “ has assumed at times the pro­
portions of a bloodless civil war.” It is 
about the Krull family of South Dakota 
(the Senator is a pal of Brookhart of 
Iowa) who are on an overnight political 
trip to the big city. Senator Krull has 
declared war on New York and all it 
stands for. “ I’d consider the secession of 
New York City to be an unmitigated 
blessing” he tells a reporter.
Not so his daughter Emmy. Emmy 
is all right; she is a very refreshing 
young lady and she is going to marry 
the wealthy New York clubman, and she 
is going to see to it that, even so, it will 
not hurt her father’s chances of reelec­
tion in South Dakota. The wealthy 
young clubman has a mistress in the 
person of “ Phyllis Adrian” who threat­
ens a breach of promise suit unless 
someone settles for one hundred thou­
sand bucks. Things look bad for a 
while, especially when Emmy calls upon 
Phyllis in her apartment and there is a 
suicide upstairs and the reporters find 
out that the young lady called “ Florence 
Jessup” is really the daughter of Senator 
Krull of South Dakota. It all 
comes out all right, however, 
and even Phyllis is satisfied 
with $25,000, when she had
given up hope of getting anything at all. 
Phyllis and Emmy are two of the best 
characters that Robert Sherwood has 
done. They are likeable and convincing, 
as much so as the heroine of The Road 
to Rome, which is saying a great deal.
The dialogue is clever and the theme 
of the play lends itself to the type of 
satire best suited to Sherwood’s pen. 
The characters are well-drawn and the 
gags are old enough to be understand­
able and yet new enough to be satisfac­
tory to the audience. Is New York really 
a part of America? Page Mr. Sherwood.
Sphinx: by Florence Converse. E. P.
Dutton and Company, New York.
$ 2.00.
Here is a mystery story that is really 
different—for a change. In the first 
place, there isn’t any corpse in it, not 
one. In the second place, there isn’t any 
detective. The sleuthing, if it can be 
called such, is done by a group of world- 
famous archaeological experts and a 
little “ psychic” teacher of restful gym­
nastics. They are trying to decide which 
little golden sphinx is the one belonging 
to the Metropolitan Art Museum and 
which is the one that Jonathan made as 
an exact copy. Jonathan, as you may 
gather from that, was a promising young 
sculptor, very promising indeed. He had 
a Guggenheim Fellowship and, what’s 
more, he deserved it. His little wife. 
Joey, was a poetess. But she was more 
than that; she was a charming young 
lady who would be fun as a companion 
in a jaunt through museums of Europe 
or on a canoe trip through the Maine 
woods. There aren’t too many like her. 
She is the best character in the book, 
but they are all interesting and well- 
drawn.
Most of the scene of the action is 
placed in Italy, and here we have sculp­
turing, religious pageants, archaic ruins, 
political criminals, tea shops, ancient 
saints and modern friars all delightfully 
blended into a story with a mildly in­
teresting mystery in the background. The 
novel has not the ear-marks of greatness 
nor even the attributes which might 
make it a best-seller, but it will give 
anyone a most entertaining two hours. 
And, what is most unique about the 
whole thing, it could serve as a very ef­
fective guide book for the tourist “ doing” 
modern Italy.
Our Times, Vol. Ill, Pre-War America: 
by Mark Sullivan. Charles Scrib­
ner’s Sons, New York. $5.00.
The days when Roosevelt was in the 
White House and Taft was “ sitting on 
the lid,” when Marie Dressier was sing­
ing “ Heaven Will Protect the Working 
Girl,” when Fred Merkle pulled the 
“boner” that made baseball history, the 
days of the railroad bill fights in Con­
gress, of the American Fleet’s cruise 
around the world, of the Harry Thaw 
Case, of Williams and Walker, of Web­
ber and Fields, of George Arliss in “The 
Devil,”  in fact, “ Pre-War America.” 
Mr. Sullivan has again given us a per­
fect picture of an age. His new vol­
ume, like the others, is more than a 
history; it is the analysis of the life­
blood of a decade in the story of 
America.
Teddy in trouble and Teddy out of 
trouble; Taft in the Philippines, in the 
Cabinet, on-the road to the White House; 
Hughes and the Insurance scandals; 
Rockefeller and the hook worm cam­
paign; history in the making; America 
in the flesh. There is not too much that 
one can say about the book; Mark Sulli­
van can write; he has been living and 
absorbing modern history; he is critic 
enough, newspaper man enough to be 
able to pick out the important from the 
mass of relatively unimportant and yet 
to retain sufficient of that wealth of de­
tail which gives the right touch to a 
story of life as it was lived by a genera­
tion which has matured but is still with 
us, of days that are gone and seem as far 
away as the Court of Elizabeth.
We have said that the generation of 
Pre-War America is still with us, but 
there are many notable exceptions. Mr. 
Dooley has given way to Amos ’n’ Andy; 
Walter Hampden has replaced Richard 
Mansfield; Bryan is dead; Taft has gone; 
Roosevelt has taken the last long trail 
and is fighting new battles, emerges 
(Continued on Page 29)
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Concerning The
Maine Colleges
By Robert J. Starke
A committee, headed by President 
Boardman of the University of Maine 
and Dr. Olin S. Lutes, Dean of the Edu­
cational Department of the same institu­
tion, has just completed a survey on the 
colleges of the state. The report, which 
will soon be published to the extent of six 
hundred typewritten pages, is the result 
of two years’ work on the part of the 
committee and offers an extensive re­
sume of the needs of the University it­
self, and the probable trend of improve­
ments in the educational systems of all 
the colleges of the state. The conclusion 
of the report may be stated as follows: 
the future should witness an improve­
ment and enlargement of existing facil­
ities rather than the development of ad­
ditional professional schools, or institu­
tions for women.
The report also takes up in detail the 
physical requirements of the University 
and makes definite and specific recom­
mendations for the improvement of the 
campus. Altogether, it is a most worth­
while survey and provides a great deal 
of important information that is often 
times lost sight of in the press of every­
day duties.
Arrangements are being made by the 
Spofford Literary Club of Bates College 
to bring Robert Frost, distinguished poet, 
to Lewiston on March 25. Frost, who has 
been called by the critics, “ The Poet of 
New England,” will lecture before the 
students and faculty of the college and 
the residents of Lewiston and Auburn 
who care to attend. The members of the 
Literary Club are partially financing the 
lecture by means of proceeds from dances 
run at intervals throughout the term.
The department of Physical Education 
at Bowdoin has presented a new plan 
for required athletics which makes it 
compulsory for Freshmen and Sopho­
mores to attend Physical Education 
classes three times a week from October 
1 to within one week of final examina­
tions in June. Juniors and Seniors are 
urged to participate but are not com­
pelled to do so. The new plan divides the 
athletic activities into four classes as 
follows: A. Supervised Varsity Sports. 
B. Other Vigorous Sports, boxing, 
wrestling, etc. C. Sports with Carry- 
Over value, Golf, Tennis. D. Other ac­
tivities^ Fencing, Winter Sports. Ah ef­
fort will be made to have all sports 
supervised by members of the staff.
Colby is taking advantage of the offer 
of the citizens of Waterville of the May­
flower Hill site for the new location of 
the college and have already secured the 
services of J. Fred Larson, who is con­
sidered one of the most outstanding 
architects in the country. He heads a 
complete organization devoted exclu­
sively to college and university architec­
ture and has received wide notice for his 
design of the Baker Memorial Library 
erected recently at Dartmouth. Presi­
dent Johnson feels confident that plans 
for the construction of the new buildings 
are shaping well and that actual erec­
tion should begin at least within two 
years.
The University of Maine track team 
will journey to Hanover on May 2 this 
spring to compete against Dartmouth in 
a dual meet for the first time in a num­
ber of years. The renewal of track re­
lations between the two schools will prob­
ably be continued since prospects of a
return meet at Orono in 1932 are ex­
tremely likely. Arrangements for the 
contest were made by Theodore S. Cur­
tis, faculty manager of athletics at the 
University, and Henry R. Heneage, sup­
ervisor of athletics at the New Hamp­
shire institution.
After giving the one-year freshman 
eligibility rule in track a trial of one 
year, Bates has decided by vote of the 
Faculty committee on athletics to go 
back to the one-semester rule. The re­
turn to the old system has been made 
because Bowdoin and Colby have not 
passed similar rules and are therefore 
able to enter freshmen in state meets 
when Bates cannot. However, intercol­
legiate rulings limit the competition of 
men in varsity athletics to three years 
and the result is that, with the freshman 
eligibility rule, seniors are barred from 
intercollegiate competition—just at the 
time when they would be most likely to 
take places. We are inclined to agree 
with an editorial in “ The Bates Student” 
which states: “ Last year (when the 
freshmen were declared ineligible), we 
hailed the move of the committee as an 
important step in the modernization of 
the Bates athletic policy. Now, we can­
not help but deplore the fact that the 
Committee’s former progress has 
changed to recession.”
The Bowdoin fencing team at present 
lacks a coach but the practice sessions 
are continuing under the direction of 
Captain-Manager Norwood K. Macdonald 
in preparation for a schedule which in­
cludes competition with teams of Dart­
mouth, Boston University, Norwich, Bos­
ton College, Harvard, and M. I. T. All 
its opponents have the advantage of the 
services of professional coaches and for 
this reason the men from Maine will be 
working under difficulty. However, the 
zest with which the members of the Bow­
doin team are entering their practice is 
sure to bring commendable results.
The women students at Colby were ad­
dressed recently by Miss Florence Jack- 
son, official advisor in the personnel de­
partment at Wellesley College, on the 
subject of “Vocations.” The speaker in­
troduced many timely suggestions and 
chose as her text a statement taken from 
an advertisement, “ It is easier to live 
within our income than without one.” 
The lecture which followed this introduc­
tion was received with interest by the 
women members of the school.
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Edited by Ernest W . Robinson
Note: This poetry section is primarily designed 
to encourage Maine poets. Contributions are 
welcome. Poets living outside the state must sub­
mit manuscripts having Maine subject matter in 
order to have them considered for publication. 
Maine poets may write on any subject. Our rates 
are small but personal attention is given each 
poem and payment is made soon after publican 
tion. Address all manuscripts to Ernest Webster 
Robinson, Poetry Editor of Sun-Up, 22 Monument 
Square, Portland, Maine.
* * * * *
March is the month of Spring’s advent. 
And spring in Maine has a beauty all 
its own.
WHEN SPRINGTIME COMES TO 
MAINE
H. Woodbury Smith 
(Bath)
From northern glen to mumbling sea 
They sing their old refrain,
Those brooks that play so merrily 
When springtime comes to Maine.
The ice-choked narrows now are clear, 
From Gardiner to the main;
And not too soon will flowers appear 
When springtime comes to Maine.
While clouds are fleeting overhead 
The swelling buds will strain;
Crocuses waken from each bed 
When springtime comes to Maine. '
Though Maine be many miles away,
It calls me not in vain;
I shall be home the very day 
That springtime comes to Maine.
ijc *
There is tragedy in beauty-blindness. 
Fortunately those afflicted with it do 
not sense its tragic implications.
BEAUTY BLIND
Helen Stowell Garcelon 
(Lovell)
A flock of ducks high in the clear blue 
sky.
(She counts some stitohes in her flounc­
ing lace.)
The water lilies ope their golden hearts. 
(She wipes the dirt from little Robbie’s 
face.)
A bird is caroling a song of joy.
(She clatters dishes in the kitchen sink.) 
The soft wind brings the scent of clover 
blooms.
(She scrubs away a tiny blot of ink.)
The autumn breeze blows red and yellow 
leaves
Across the shining threshold of the room; 
children scatter flowers here and 
jhere.
(She rushes to the pantry for a broom!)
The very juxtaposition of the ideas 





Do nights mean more than nights to you 
As nights once meant to me;
Mean more than skies of muffled hue 
And the moon in a twisted tree?
Do nights mean more than darkness 
frail,
Do nights mean more than pain;
Or the haunting songs of a nightingale 
Or the dripping, dropping rain?
Do nights mean magic skies above 
With a field of stars aglow?
To me the nights meant life and love 
But that was long a g o ............
There is both magic and misery in a 
great city. There is a hint of both in 
the poem below.
IMPROMPTU
Donald H. Stone 
(Lovell)
Silently, rose-tinted and saffron,
Night settles down over the city.
A purple haze sifts noiselessly over the 
chimney-pots
Covering all. Yes, even all!
It is now time for the frolic of love 
Dreaming light-heartedly—
Singing a gay challenge, a chanson— 
For such is its way in all cities,
Indeed, it has been for ages,
. . . .  It will be forever and ever.
* * * * *
Poets young and old, new and old, 
brave and bold, love to sing of spring.
SPRING
Emma M. Foye 
(Gardiner)
What care I that the north winds blow, 
Let Old Man Winter have his fling;
I’m satisfied, content to know 
I have a rendezvous with Spring!
Great heaps of snow, nor fiercest gale 
Can chill my soul. I still will sing!
The faith within me shall not fail,
I have a rendezvous with Spring!
There lies many a long thought in 
the wee poem below.
MURDER!
Susan Stinchfield Williams 
(Dry den)
He took away my faith 
But left me life.
And so— I died.
Better have taken life 
And left me faith;
Then I had lived!
* He * *
There are those who find virtue in hav­
ing a book in one’s hand, or in the very 
act of reading, no matter what is read. 
The satire below is not without its re­
lation to contemporary reading.
TO READ OR NOT TO READ
Chester W. Walker 
(Lewiston)
A fat and paunchy fellow, garbed in 
blue,
Sits staring at a book—it’s upside 
down— ;
He pauses in his pondering to chew 
And punctuates his effort with a frown.
When he has finished with his witless 
task,
The volume’s banned—it’s godless 
through and through— ;
With True Confessions now he’ll idly 
bask
And read from One, to Page One Hun­
dred Two!
* * * * *
The charm of childhood captivates 
even the capricious. More than this— 
it binds as in a magic spell the parents.
MY LITTLE BOY AT PLAY
Eugene M. Gillespie 
(Gardiner)
I gaze upon my little boy at play,
With curly, golden hair and elfin face, 
And marvel that it should be vouch­
safed me
To be the sire of such sprightly grace. 
All the charms of that fair youth Adonis 
Most wondrously in this fair lad are met; 
Apollo’s beauty shines in look triumph­
ant
I can’t believe he’s my son even yet. 
What man can look upon his little child 
And not be conscious of the adage old 
That man and wife who childless pass 
their days
Are missing something finer far than 
gold?
I did not dream that earth could hold 
such joy
As now abounds in you—My Little Boy!
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For family or guest use, ive 
have superior meats at 
fair prices.
Portland, Maine
B e tte r
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v r LaukaA K idkman.
Author of “Bridge Refreshments'
An Easter Lurtdheon
The average hostess cooks and serves 
a guest luncheon. For this reason she 
plans a menu which may be prepared be­
fore her guests arrive. Generally, she 
eliminates a soup or fruit cocktail 
course, in order that the main course of 
the meal (which entails the greatest la­
bor in serving!) may be already upon 
the table when the guests take their 
seats. Here is an ideal menu embrac­
ing these points:
Celery Pickles
Cream Meat in Rice Ring 
Carrot Border 
New England Nut Bread
Apricot Pie Coffee
Creamed Meat in Rice Ring: If you 
do not already own a ring mold, it will 
pay you to buy one, for it is the handiest 
thing in the world to use—not only for 
guest occasions, but also on the home 
table. In using it for such a menu as I 
have suggested above, simply steam rice 
in the ordinary way (in a double boiler) 
and about half an hour before your 
luncheon guests arrive, pack the cooked 
rice into the ring mold, set the ring in a 
low oven and when you come to turn 
the rice out onto a large meat platter at 
serving time, you will find it deliciously 
hot and attractively formed in a rather 
large circle (my ring mold forms a 
“ fence” of cooked rice about one foot 
in diameter and, of course, hollow in the 
center so that I can put my creamed 
meat mixture inside of the ring). As 
for the “ meat mixture,” you may use 
what you please. For instance a regu­
lar “ Chicken a la King” mixture may be 
used. Or you may use diced, creamed 
lamb to which you have added a little 
previously cooked and minced green 
sweet pepper. Ham, pork, or fish could 
also be used inside the rice ring. But 
outside the rice ring—take my advice 
and use only carrots, there! For, to 
my sorrow, I have discovered that 
cooked peas roll off the platter, when 
placed outside of the rice ring! Small 
buttered carrots, however, not only “ stay 
put,”  but give a pretty orange color to 
the dish.
New England Nut Bread is just as 
delicious as any hot bread, such as bis­
cuits or rolls, and yet the hostess-cook- 
waitress will find it such a blessing to 
slice the cold bread and place it on the 
table before her guests take their seats. 
This is how I make it: Into a mixing bowl 
put one cup of thick, sour milk and one- 
half cup of grapenut cereal; let soak fif­
teen minutes, then into it stir one beaten, 
unseparated egg, one cup of chopped 
walnut meats, one-half cup of granulated 
sugar, and two cups of pastry flour which 
you have previously sifted with one-half
teaspoon of baking soda and one-half 
teaspoon of salt. This will make a fair­
ly stiff batter; mix thoroughly before 
scraping it into a buttered bread pan 
which measures four by eight inches on 
the bottom, five by nine inches on the 
top, with sides two inches high. Put the 
pan on a table, uncovered, in ordinary 
room temperature and do not touch it 
for twenty minutes, during which time 
the mixture will rise in the pan slightly. 
Then slip it into a moderate oven, at 
about 350° F., to bake forty-five minutes 
at the same temperature. When done, 
it should be a light brown on top, and 
rounded like a loaf of yeast bread. It 
slices well, and is especially good when 
butter and some sort of jelly are spread 
on it. So you might add apple jelly to 
my menu.
Apricot Pie: It seems wise to choose 
some sort of pastry for dessert, rather 
than a dish which must be served either 
hot or frozen. There are several ways 
of making an apricot pie, so in case 
you prefer a two-crust pie (or lattice- 
crust pie) I am going to give you a 
recipe for the pastry part of it which 
will give you two crusts: Sift one cup of 
pastry flour with three-quarters of a 
cup of cornstarch-powder, one table­
spoon of granulated sugar and one- 
fourth teaspoon of salt; with the fingers 
rub in one-half cup of leaf lard. Now 
set to a stiff paste by stirring in one 
e^g yolk which you have previously 
mixed with one-fourth cup of cold water. 
Of course, egg yolks differ in size, so it 
may be necessary for you to add either 
a little more water or a little more flour, 
to obtain a stiff pastry. Toss the mass 
out onto a floured board and cut it in 
two equal halves. Roll out one-half for 
the under crust, lift this onto the pie 
pan, stick it all over with a fork, snip 
off overhanging edges with a pair of 
scissors, and fill it with the following:
Apricot Filling: The day before the 
luncheon, soak forty dried apricot-halves 
in enough cold water to cover them well 
(one-half pound of dried apricots will 
provide forty halves, or more). Next 
morning turn the fruit, with whatever 
water it has not absorbed, into the top 
of a double boiler and cook one hour 
over rapidly boiling water; then to the 
soft apricots add one-half cup of granu­
lated sugar previously mixed with one 
and one-half tablespoons of dry corn­
starch powder. Continue cooking three 
minutes, stirring constantly, then add 
one beaten egg yolk and once more stir 
and cook for several minutes. Cool 
slightly before turning the mixture into 
the unbaked lower crust. Over the top, 
put narrow strips of unbaked pastry, in 
lattice form, then slip the pie into an 
(Continued on Page 26)
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B ath -A  Brief Sketch
THE town of Bath, situated on the west bank of the Kennebec River, 12 miles from the sea, is one of the most interesting places to be 
found along the coast of Maine. It 
is the chief center of industry on the 
lower Kennebec and one of the most his- 
torical spots in the state. Numerous 
build ihg s' which FTgVe'itfngsince past the 
century mark are still standing, only 
slightly betraying the ravages of strong 
ocean winds which continually sweep in 
from the Atlantic. Lovely old houses 
and beautiful shade trees lend to Qath 
a pervading atmosphere of peacefulness 
and calm, while rows of modern stores, 
excellent banks, and an up-to-date edu­
cational system indicate the progressive­
ness of .this shire town of Sagadahoc 
county. (The town has received its prom­
inence in the past, and still continues to 
do so, from the ship building industry 
which it has fostered since its beginning.) 
The first American vessel to be built, 
f“ The Virginia of the Sagadahoc” was 
^constructed here. For many decades 
Bath-made vessels were considered the 
best that rode the ocean, and the yards 
which produced them led the world in the 
manufacture of ships.
Perhaps the first white man to have 
gazed upon the site of the present town 
of Bath was the French explorer, Cham­
plain. Records show that this hardy ad­
venturer sailed up the Sagadahoc River, 
as the Kennebec was then called, for 
quite a distance. Bad weather is adjudged 
to be the reason why he did not remain 
longer in the vicinity. The next mention 
made of early visitors to Bath is that of 
the trip of Captain Weymouth, who, while 
exploring along the coast, entered the 
mouth of the Kennebec and stopped for 
a time on the fertile ground near what 
is now the city itself. No settlement 
was made at Bath until 1660. when the 
Reverend Robert Gooch of kialem, Mass­
achusetts, having been deeded that par­
ticular property by an Indian chief, 
erected a home and became the first 
^resident of the town. Nothing remains 
of this earliest of buildings and not even 
the exact spot is known, since it was 
built on what is now the site of some 
modern blocks.
Maine’s first governor, William King, 
made his home in Bath, and his home­
stead occupied the spot now taken up by
the Customs House. Mme. Emma Eames) 
de Gogorza also claims Bath as her/ 
home. Her old residence today is arr 
object of great interest to travelers 
visiting the city. Many other prominent 
men and women who have achieved suc­
cess in all parts of the world point with 
pride to Bath as their native city.
The town is filled with ancient land­
marks which bespeak the lives of its 
founders. Perhaps the best known land-N 
mark is the “ Erudition School” which 
was built in the year 1794. It was made 
famous by Joshua Page who for nearly 
fifty years was master in this educational 
institution, and many citizens of Bath of 
a generation that is past received their 
education from him. In the old days the 
school was fitted with the long seats. 
However, these were removed in 1886 
when modern equipment was installed. 
The school was in use up to some years 
ago, being occupied by the primary 
grades, but at the present time the build­
ing is fast becoming a dilapidated ruin.
Perhaps the greatest revolutionary 
movement that has been made in recent 
years in Bath, and for that matter, along 
the entire seacoast of the state, is the 
construction of the Carlton Bridge, the 
huge span of which stretches across the 
wide mouth of the Kennebec. The 
bridge made possible the elimination of 
the old ferry which was an extremely 
slow method of travel for people desiring 
to follow the Maine coastline. Since its 
construction, the bridge has more than 
paid for itself and has made the shore 
route a great deal more popular. It is 
now so much a part of Bath that one 
does not think of the city without seeing 
its tall towers standing against the sky. 
Bath is indebted to Senator F. W. Carl­
ton, whose untiring efforts to educate 
the people of Maine in regard to the 
need of the structure finally brought re­
sults. The bridge has more than increased 
business for Bath and the vicinity, since 
many more tourists and travellers are 
making their way into this section of 
Maine now that facilities for speed and 
ease of transportation are more conven­
ient. Not only has the building of the 
bridge been of immense profit to Bath, 
but it has also brought an increasing 
number of tourists to the many delight­
ful towns and summer resorts which dot 
the coast of Maine.
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A  M aine Home
for European Treasures
by Dion E. W oolley
The author of this article feels he is offering an added con­
tradiction to the question “Is Maine Over-Advertised?” which 
appeared in the, November issue of S u n -U p , and explains 
that inasmuch as he is a native of a state bordering the west­
ern side of the Mississippi river, and now a resident of New 
York, there can be no argument or accusation of prejudice 
in favor of Maine, which in his opinion, is far from being 
sufficiently advertised. In his reference to Maine's many 
beautiful examples of real American colonial homes lies the 
pertinent suggestion that in them and in the possibilities of 
finding there rare art treasures, relaxive to Maine’s many 
historical points of interest, is a strong argument in favor 
of further exploitation of our wonderftil resources.
MAINE is a glorious state! That is the opinion of ninety- nine per cent of the 
residents of the 
eastern half of the United 
States; all the way from it’s 
border line to and including 
Florida, and west to the 
Mississippi; meaning o f 
course, ninety-nine per cent 
of those fortunate souls who 
have visited it.
Maine is not only beautiful 
to the sight, it supplies a God 
given purity of air surcharged with in­
vigorating ozone, and a fragrancy from 
pine and spruces that enchants the sense 
of smell and stimulates the functioning 
of every human organ. Qualities al­
most unknown to the resident of the 
larger towns and cities. No matter how 
perfect sanitary conditions may be, there 
is always a varying wind condition which 
brings to one section or another an 
aroma peculiarly and distinctively urban; 
it is a type of odor quite unlike the 
intention or invention of the creator of 
this universe to supply; a mixture of dust 
and burning refuse heaps; at times 
stiflingly obnoxious.
In comparison with other well-known 
and strenuously advertised places, Maine 
stands pre-eminently ahead as a summer 
resort and national, natural playground. 
Even its greatest menace, fog, is an 
asset, for it gives a touch to the com­
plexion not duplicated by the most emi­
nent beauty specialists, or by the best 
advertised cosmetics. Maine’s climate
and pure atmosphere is invigoration and 
rejuvenation to the nth degree. Statistics 
show that the average span of life is 
longer in Maine than in almost any other 
state; where a greater percentage of its 
native population attain the age of ninety 
and over than in any other section of 
the country.
Maine is noted for its sturdy citizen­
ship and the great number of eminent 
men and women it has produced. Sterl­
ing statesmen, astute lawyers, noted 
opera singers, composers, poets, artists, 
authors, prosperous publishers, and edi­
tors. It is alleged that, like the other 
states, Maine even has its full quota 
of bootleggers operating from the Can­
adian border southward, and from its 
marvelous rock-bound coast operating 
northward. But this little short-coming 
is not considered detrimental by the visi­
tors. Maine still gets full credit for being 
the father and mother of prohibition and 
steadfastly adhering to the principle at 
the polls.
It was the writer’s delight­
ful privilege last summer to 
spend some time in and 
around the charming city of 
Portland, visit the birthplace 
of the great publisher, Cyrus 
H. K. Curtis; the Longfellow 
home; sail through wonderful 
Casco bay and its multitude 
of beautiful islands; tarry 
with friends and relatives at 
their delightful Cape Cottage 
villa where such a marvelous 
transformation has been de­
veloped.
We journeyed also to Poland Springs 
and the White Mountains, and eastward to 
Freeport, Brunswick, Waldoboro, Thom- 
aston, Rockland, Camden, Hope, Belfast, 
Tenants Harbor, Port Clyde, Pemaquid, 
and many intervening towns of interest. 
All abound in superb scenery and culinary 
delicacies peculiar to their respective lo­
calities. Shore dinners offering the 
choicest viands of the sea, steamed clams, 
fried clams, fish chowders, lobsters direct 
from pot to pot, and all the customary 
“ fixings,” served as only the natives know 
how to prepare!
And again, Maine offers enticing in­
ducements to the lover of Colonial an­
tiques through its hundreds of examples 
of the true American Colonial homes and 
their original furnishings. True, a large 
number have been dissipated and dis­
mantled, and many rare treasures scat­
tered; but there still remain many that 
quicken the heart of the early American 
antique enthusiast.
Looking Across Beautiful Lake Mooselucmeguntic—An Obvious Reason Why the Author Feels That the Beau­
ties of Maine Are Not Over Advertised
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/"* In Thomaston, on Main Street, the 
stately homestead of the Hon. John 
Ruggles, is a remarkable example of 
the old New England colonial mansion 
together with its original furnishings. 
Miss Margaret Ruggles who has the 
honor of residing in this beautiful home 
of her ancestors could relate an inter­
esting story of her forbears. She is a 
landscape artist and has charge of 
landscaping the grounds of the repro­
duction of Montpelier, the home of Major 
General Henry Knox. Of this she is 
making an appropriate formal setting 
which will be one of the interesting 
sights for visitors when completed be­
fore the coming summer.
Nearly every city, town and hamlet in 
’ Maine can point with pride to some out­
standing evidence of the early history of 
our country. Priceless are these old 
mementoes, for none can be duplicated, 
except through reproductions.
But real art in furniture and other 
articles is frequently found in unex­
pected and incongruous places.
Rummaging in a barn in Rockland, 
little five year old Margery Vesta Mills, 
grand-daughter of the owner, asked the 
visitor, “ Do you want to see the two 
Wisemen?” The query aroused curiosity 
and the prompt reply, “ Indeed, I would!”
Retreating somewhat hesitatingly to 
an obscure corner of the barn, the little 
hostess pointed out with an air of glee­
ful importance, two imposing life-size 
male figures carved in linden wood, the 
flowing robes decorated with gold trim­
mings.
Close inspection revealed the work of 
an unusual artist, and instigated ques­
tioning of Margery’s grand-sire, Mr. 
Herbert W. Thorndike, who possesses a 
penchant for fine wood carvings and 
does some very artistic work merely as 
a hobby. He graciously explained:
“ Well, it’s an odd story. One eve­
ning several years ago, two men, 
self-described as “ Isadore” and “Morris,” 
appeared at my place, arriving in an 
old broken down vehicle showing traces 
that at one time it had been an auto­
mobile. They startled me a bit by un­
ceremoniously uncovering two figures, 
which at first glance, in the twilight, 
suggested to my mind that they might 
be in search of the coroner, or in need 
of the services of an undertaker.
“ But these suspicions of a possible 
crime or fatal accident were quickly dis- 
, pelled. Isadore and Morris explained 
they had run across these remarkable 
carvings in the town of Eden, Maine, on 
the shores of Frenchman’s Bay. They 
claimed a Norwegian sailor farther 'down 
east’ fell heir to the statues from a 
brother who died without leaving any 
information concerning their origin, nor 
the manner in which they had come into 
his possession.
“ The longer I looked at these unusual 
figures,” said Mr. Thorndike, “ the more 
interested I became, and as these gentle­
men seemed desirous of making a trade, 
we finally came to terms and I purchased 
them with the understanding that further 
information as to their identity would be 
furnished. But all subsequent efforts 
to obtain more satisfactory and definite 
knowledge of their source has been un­
availing.
“ I have always felt there was some 
mystery connected with their history 
which would be interesting if solved. It 
seems quite incredible that these two 
beautiful and wonderfully carved figures, 
representing by posture, gesture and 
expression some moral or biblical truth 
are completely lost to their proper en-
Margery Vesta Mills and “ the two 
wisemen”— life-size wood carvings dis­
covered, at Eden, Maine, attributed to 
the early eighteenth century Bavarian 
Sculptor, Ignaz Gunther, now in pos­
session of Herbert W. Thorndike of 
Rockland
vironment. I would like to know just 
what they represent and from whence 
came these delightful old gentlemen 
whom I have been harboring so many 
years.”
With a view to tracing identity the two 
figures were carried to the garden and 
posed for their photographs, probably 
for the first time in their aged career, 
with the result shown in the accompany­
ing illustration.
Careful scrutiny reveals the fine artistic 
features, the saintly, almost feminine 
postures, and the gracefulness of the 
flowing garments; on these, all the dark 
trimmings are in gold, and well pre­
served.
The photograph was submitted to Mr. 
Preston Remington, associate curator, 
department of decorative art, of the Met­
ropolitan Museum, New York City, who, 
after painstaking research, suggests that 
“they represent two kings from an Ad­
oration group and are South German 
third quarter of the eighteenth century. 
In style they closely resemble the work 
of a Bavarian sculptor, Ignaz Gunther, 
who was born in 1725 and died in 1775, 
and are interesting examples of their 
kind.”
Comparison with photographs of 
others authoritatively known to be the 
work of Ignaz Gunther indicates very 
conclusively that these mysterious stat­
ues are also of his creation.
Ignaz Gunther was a student, disciple, 
and assistant of the old court sculptor, 
Johann Baptist Straub, whose work in 
the period of Rococo art blossomed forth 
in glory and fragrance far into the Ba­
varian districts.
Gunther is credited with the introduc­
tion of a concealed sensuous worldliness 
in the spiritual art of the Rococo period, 
yet displaying in his compositions the 
reverential gesture not so evident in 
the work of other South German Rococo 
sculptors. Saintly austere is the pathos 
of the spreading, flowing lines of the 
draperies with the pathetic feeling of 
fabric, silk and brocade. The features are 
modeled as softly as if done in pastel, 
the eyes cast down in the char­
acteristic manner of Gunther. The care­
ful, well preserved condition of color 
which features all of his identified work, 
serves to confirm the authenticity of 
these two rare figures which continue 
to grace a niche in the barn of Mr. 
Thorndike, and lovingly referred to as 
the “ two Wisemen” by the sprightly 
little grand-daughter of the family.
All of this proclaims that within the 
borders of the State of Maine exists a 
wide gamut of reasons why Maine is 
not over-advertised and why the whole 
world should know more of Maine’s fa­
mous and interesting resources.
Page Twenty-one
The Maine Federation
o f W om ens Club
(Continued from Page 7)
Following her graduation from Corinna 
Union Academy she taught for four 
years and for thirteen years owned and 
managed a millinery and fancy goods 
store successfully.
The other officers of the Maine Fed­
eration of Women’s Club this year are: 
first vice president, Mrs. A. E. Chitten­
den, Auburn; second vice president, Mrs. 
Harry H. Burnham, Biddeford; recording 
secretary, Mrs. Fred W. Burrill, Augus­
ta; corresponding secretary, Mrs. Charles 
E. Dustin, Corinna; treasurer, Mrs. J. 
Marden De Shon, Portland; General 
Federation director, Mrs. John T. Skol- 
field, Portland.
The Federation Itself
By way of reviewing the Federation, 
the women of Maine are justly proud to 
claim the first state Federation of Wom­
en’s Clubs in the country, organized 
September 4, 1892, and true to her State 
motto, Dirigo, it has the honor of or­
ganizing the first Federation of clubs 
in the world. Work was at first experi­
mental and initiatory, the first president 
being Mrs. Etta H. Osgood, with Mrs. 
George C. Frye, as secretary and found­
er. The organization has proved the 
farsightedness of this wonderful woman: 
it has even run far ahead of what its 
founder hoped and dreamed.
The interests of the Federation were 
at first chiefly art, music and literature, 
but during later years subjects of eco­
nomic, educational and civic value have 
been taken up for study. From a re­
cent yearbook are found among other 
reports of the Departments of Ameri­
canization, Law Observance, Home Eco­
nomics, and the like. One of the most 
recent interests has centered about Ju­
venile Delinquency, and the Maine Prison 
System. These are not academic inter­
ests, or subjects for discussion at the 
tea table. The Federation has gone on 
to accomplishment in many fields where 
change was needed. It has sponsored 
volumes such as The Trail of Maine 
Pioneers, and Maine, My State, a text­
book for schools, compiled by the Maine 
Writers’ Research Club. Its influence is 
felt keenly in every corner of the State 
as a force for civic and cultural progress.
The Federation has its own magazine, 
The Federation News, which is published 
three times each year, being edited this 
year by Miss Greta Kerr of Portland. 
The fourth issue is the year book which 
contains all matters of general informa­
tion, including the officers, chairmen of 
departments, and other important data, 
as well as the names of individual clubs 
in the Federation.
The Literary Department is perhaps 
one of the most active in the organiza-
(Continued on Page 27)
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Norway**A Typical
New England Village
A  FEW miles north of Auburn nestling against a great hill which rises from the west end of its main street is the charm­
ing and typical New England 
village of Norway. One of the greatest 
s^cenic attractions in the state, Lake 
Pennesseewassee, “ Lake of the Sweet 
■Water” stretches its five miles of 
sparkling blue water to one side of the 
town. Summer tourists each year travel 
in great numbers to enjoy the splendors 
of the surrounding hills and forests. 
There are nearly one hundred summer 
cottages strewn along the shores of the 
lake, many of them pretentious homes 
of wealthy out-of-state people. The lake 
has much Indian tradition and romance 
connected with it. fits singular name 
and charming translation was handed 
down from the red men themselves>\ 
Not only has Norway an abundance 
of delightful scenery, but there is also 
within its boundaries a number of in­
dustrial plants which furnish wearing 
materials, winter sports equipment, and 
novelties for consumers throughout the 
country.
Norway has an illustrious past in the 
history of manufacture. The first wood 
pulp for the making of paper was pro­
duced here. In 1852 David Noyes, a 
Norway writer, produced a history of 
the town. It was printed on rag paper 
made in this town. The type was. set 
and the printing done in what is now the 
Norway Advertiser plant and the bind­
ing was done by Robert Noyes. In this 
way was a book produced entirely in 
Norway.
Frank Evans, who lived in the house 
now occupied by Fred H. Cummings, in­
dented here the old Evans rifle, an epoch- 
maker of its time. In a little shop near 
the mill stream Evans produced the rifle, 
and his talented brother, Warren Evans 
of Portland, invented the flufied roll.
Dawn
by Elva Dorr, Norway
Dull gray skies....... cold blue hills
with patches of white....... stately dark
pines....... naked white birch like rigid
sentinels....... pointed firs .........earth
covered with newly fallen snow.
Into this setting, quietly comes the 
dawn.
Silver clouds begin to move where 
there were none before.
Clouds arching like the fronds of 
misty plumes whose soft yellow quills 
are thrust into the heart of the rising 
sun.
Color spurts forth. Pearl grays 
turning to pastel-apricot, orange, Ver­
million, dyeing each feather at last with 
crimson lake. Now, they are massed 
and blended into a great, gorgeous, 
feather fan, the arch extending along 
the horizon to the snowy crown of 
Mt. Washington turning it to rosy- 
mauve.
Aurora pauses for a moment watch­
ing her colors blend into a perfect 
whole. Then, slowly recede to the 
heart that gave and the risen sun bursts 
in all its golden splendor on a sleeping 
world.
N O R W A Y
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The Evans gun was not the first re­
peating rifle, but was the first and only 
gun to have a fluted roll. It was a rapid 
fire gun and had remarkable penetrat­
ing qualities. By actual test the bul­
let would penetrate 16 inches of pine 
at 1,000 yards. Later in an adjoining 
town Mr. Evans produced these guns in 
quantity for both the Russian and the 
Turkish governments for use in the 
Russian-Turkish war.
In the fraternal Norway there is also 
history. The first Masonic lodge formed 
in Oxford County was chartered in 1807. 
There were 19 petitioners, principally 
from Paris, Norway and Buckfield. As 
the outgrowth of this society, Oxford 
Lodge has a fine block on Cottage 
Street.
Norway Lodge, No. 16, I. O. O. F., 
was instituted in Norway in 1874. Its 
membership is large and the society has 
always been in a flourishing condition. 
It has a fine block on Main Street.
Pennesseewassee Lodge, No. 18, K. of 
P., was chartered in 1878 with 16 mem­
bers. They, too, own their own build­
ing where their meetings are held.
Norway Grange, No. 45, P. of H., was 
organized at Norway Lake village in 
1874.
Harry Rust Post, No. 54, Grand Army 
of the Republic, was instituted at Nor­
way in 1882. But few of these honored 
men in blue survive today.
The American Legion mentioned last 
is really first in the hearts of patriotic 
Norway folks. Norway’s record in the 
World War is an enviable one and its 
stalwart sons added honor to the mili­
tary record of the town. The society 
recently completed an attractive mod­
ern hall on Main Street which doubly 
serves as a monument to the endeavors 
of the boys in olive-drab and a gather­
ing place for the survivors. The Post 
was organized in 1920 and when it was 
proposed to build a home, a site was 
presented to them by E. N. Swett.
Norway’s first settlers brought re­
ligion with them, as much a necessary 
part of their equipment as the axes 
with which they blazed their way into 
the primeval fastness. They were stern 
Puritanical men, they who hewed the 
way. Their sons and daughters have 
no reason to complain for lack of an 
opportunity to worship God in any way 
they may desire. At the head of Main 
Street the Universalists have a pleas­
ing church. On Cottage Street the Bap­
tists have their church and society. The 
Methodist church is at the corner of 
Lynn and Beal Streets. The First Con­
gregational Society was incorporated in 
1809. The Congregational church in 
Norway village is a large, handsome 
church situated at the corner of Main 
and Paris Streets.
The Christ Church (Episcopal) is sit­
uated on Paris Street. Service was be­
gun in Norway in 1896. The church 
was consecrated in 1898.
The Catholic church was built in 1897. 
Later, the sanctuary destroyed by fire, 
the building was removed to the corner 
of Pleasant and Chase Streets in the 
(Continued on Page 24)
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The Town of South Paris
tory exclusively devoted to the manu­
facture of children’s toys in the United 
States. Few realize the magnitude of 
this toy business which was founded by 
the late Leslie L. Mason over twenty 
years ago. The Mason line is known 
in all parts of the world. This is also
S
OUTH PARIS adjoins its sister 
town of Norway and is situated 
on the little Androscoggin River.
To the east is old Streaked Moun­
tain, from the top of which is an 
excellent view which includes a wide 
sweep of territory from the White Moun­
tains to Casco Bay. South Paris is dis­
tinctive for its manufacturing and its 
products are known in nearly every 
part of the country. Facilities for the 
entertainment of visitors are of the best. 
There are many fraternal organizations 
and a large number of clubs, among 
which are the Seneca Club, the Euler- 
pean Club and the Community Club. A 
new building added a few years ago, the 
South Paris Public Library, adds dis­
tinction to the business blocks of the 
town. It is of red brick with a slate 
roof, and copper for all <roof metal. 
Many generous gifts combined with 
earnest work and hearty cooperation 
made the erection of this fine library, 
located at the corner of Maine and 
Church Streets, possible^
Among the oldest of the industries 
is the Paris Manufacturing Company, 
a nationally known institution and one 
of the largest and most modern equipped 
establishments of its kinds in the coun­
try. Besides making sleds the Com­
pany manufactures children’s and office 
desks, tables, chairs, skiis, and tobog­
gans, in the most attractive designs, 
which are shipped to all parts of the 
world. The founder of the business, 
Henry F. Morton, passed on in 1900 but 
his sterling spirit lives in the present 
management.
The factory of the Mason Manufac­
turing Company is another establish­
ment of which the people of South Paris 
are justly proud. It. is the largest fac­
South Paris Savings Bank
SOUTH PARIS, MAINE
One of Maine’s Soundest and Most Progressive Country Banks 
Savings Accounts Safe Deposit Boxes
Association Building, South Paris
the home of the Neal Obstacle Golf, an 
interesting popular game.
. Burnham & Morrill Company, one of 
the largest canning industries of the 
State, was started in South Paris about 
fifty-two years ago, and it is from this 
town that the famous “ Paris Sweet 
Corn” gets its name. All the work is 
done by modern machinery. From 
1,000,000 to 12,000,000 cans of corn are 
packed every year.
The J. A. Kenney Company turns out 
a splendid line of practically every­
thing required in the finish of a house, 
and excel in expert work. In fact, is 
one of the best equipped concerns in the 
State. i
On Western Avenue near the Grand 
Trunk Station is the apple canning fac­
tory conducted by The Conant Brothers 
Company. Stringless beans are also 
put up at this factory. This plant is an 
asset to the town as it pays liberal 
wages.
A. W. Walker & Son, dealers in agri­
cultural implements, Standard Oil, coal, 
also cement, brick building blocks, etc., 
are widely known for successful man­
agement and quality service.
Page Twenty-four Sun-Up, Maine’s Own Magazine
History in West Paris
W EST PARIS took its begin­nings from a railroad station established at the point where the village now rests, by the 
St. Lawrence and Atlantic 
Railway Company. Soon after the 
building of the station, a small com­
munity began to spring up and within 
a few years an enterprising and pros­
perous town demanded to be recognized. 
Industrial plants of various sorts made 
their headquarters there. The first 
house was occupied by George Berry. 
Later, Samuel B. Locke, Esq., erected 
a set of first class mills below the old 
Witham bridge and a new impulse was 
given to the settlement.
Snows Falls, on the Little Andro­
scoggin River about three miles from 
West Paris, has always been a sub­
ject of much speculation, owing to the 
tragic scene which occurred ’ in the vi­
cinity. According to history a man 
named Captain Snow, a hunter and 
trapper, was killed by the Indians in 
1762, when the country was wilderness. 
Captain Snow’s companion was sup­
posed to have been James Stinchfield. 
Indians had descended from Canada and 
having laden themselves with booty in 
returning, discovered the traps of these 
hunters and traced them to their camp.
Stinchfield, who happened to be out­
side, discovered them within a few rods 
of the camp. He screamed and advised 
Snow, who was within, to surrender as 
resistance would be useless. Snow be­
ing aware of the horrible sufferings to 
which the Indians’ prisoners were 
doomed, replied that he never would 
surrender himself alive; that it was bet­
ter to perish there than at the stake. 
The Indians finding themselves discov­
ered, with a yell, precipitated them­
selves upon the camp. Snow who 
appeared at the door with musket in 
hand made a demonstration of surrender, 
but he only did this to single out his 
victim.
The Indian of uncommon stature was 
ferocious appearing, his head being 
adorned with the plumage of the eagle, 
with wings falling over each shoulder
and talons and beak much in evidence 
signifying kingly power. When with­
in a few steps of Snow, Snow elevated 
the muzzle and discharged it into the 
bosom of the Indian Sachem, who rolled 
upon the ground in mortal agony. The 
followers of the Indian then flung them­
selves in fury upon Snow and cut him 
in pieces and after lamenting and howl­
ing for the loss of their chief and per­
forming the funeral rites due his rank, 
they sank him in a neighboring bog and 
taking Stinchfield proceeded north, in­
tending to offer him up as a sacrifice 
for the death of their Chief. They were 
joined by other Indians on the borders 
of Lake Umbagog, where they feasted 
several days. They afterward went to 
Canada and Stinchfield watched every 
opportunity and finally escaped, and af­
ter traveling through the wilderness
alone reached his friends and related 
the circumstances of the tragical death 
of his comrade, Snow.
Another version of the story is that 
Snow and Stinchfield were hunting and 
had their camp near the falls, that get­
ting short of provisions, Stinchfield went
to New Gloucester and did not return till 
Snow was nearly helpless from starva­
tion; that he had crawled from the camp 
to the spring near by for water and 
was returning when Stinchfield came in 
sight, and seeing someone crawling up­
on the ground he thought it was an In­
dian and fired, mortally wounding Snow, 
who soon after died. The body of water 
which passed through the rocky gorge 
one hundred years ago was probably 
much greater than now, and the Falls 
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town of Paris. The church has really 
never been situated in Norway but its 
society has ever been considered a Nor­
way institution. Its pastoral home is 
situated in Norway, and its present rec­
tor, the Rev. Father James E. Redden, 
holds a warm place in the affection of 
Norway people.
Schools in Norway have an enviable 
reputation dating from the very first 
incorporation when Mrs. Susan Everett, 
in 1790, taught school at Norway Centre, 
to the modern school system of today. 
Abigail Symonds was the second female 
teacher, holding session in 1792 in Jona­
than Cummings’ barn. David Noyes, 
(Continued on Page 28)
Lewis M. Mann & Son
Established 1870 
ECLIPSE AND ORIENTAL 
BRANDS OF CLOTHES PINS
“Mann's Best” Clothes Pins in Cartons
Toy Clothes Pins and Dirigo 
Brand of Pail Bail Woods in 
White, Ebonized or Enam­
eled for all kinds of Wooden 
or Tin Ware.
Lakeside Factory, Bryant’s 
Pond
Pioneer Factory, West Paris 
WEST PARIS MAINE
A charming view of the house in West Paris in which Hannibal Hamlin, 
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The Twenty*first (governor
of Maine
by Lucina H. Lombard
Editor’s Note: The following article on Govern­
or Israel Washburn, Jr., is one of a series of 
short biographies of Maine’s Governors by Mrs. 
Lombard appearing in this magazine. Biogra­
phies of the first twenty chief executives of the 
state have been published during the past three 
years.
J  SRAEL WASHBURN, JR„ was the 
—I---- ftlclest ol six sons of Israel Wash­
burn, Sr., of the seventh genera­
tion in New England, and his wife, 
a daughter of Samuel Benjamin 
(her mother being Tabitha Livermore, 
a relative of Elijah Livermore, the 
founder of the town of Livermore). Mr. 
Washburn, Sr., was of the seventh gen­
eration in New England and came from 
Massachusetts to Maine in 1806, settling 
at White’s Landing, now Richmond. 
Here he was engaged in merchandising 
and ship-building for three years. He 
removed to Livermore where he bought 
a store and goods, together with a farm 
where he spent the rest of his life in the 
stately mansion on the west side of the 
Androscoggin, widely known as “ The 
Norlands.”
Israel was born June 6, 1813. His edu­
cation was obtained in the district school 
and under private instruction. He be­
came a fine classical scholar, and was a 
diligent student of the best in English 
literature. After studying law three 
years, he was admitted to the Bar 
(1834), locating the same year at Orono, 
where he soon gained a large and lucra­
tive practice. He married Mary Webster 
of Orono, October 24, 1841. In 1842, he 
was in the State Legislature, and in 
1850 he was elected to Congress and re­
elected four terms. He received his first 
nomination from the Whig party in 1848, 
but the district being strongly Demo­
cratic he failed of an election that year. 
In 1850, owing to a division in the Demo­
cratic ranks, he was elected. During 
his terms of Congressional service, he was 
chairman of the Ways and Means Com­
mittee, the Committee on Elections, and 
the Pacific Railroad.
It was during this time that the slav­
ery question assumed its most threaten­
ing attitude. Mr. Washburn was a 
strong anti-slavery man, and was espe­
cially opposed to the further extension 
of slavery, deeming it an evil that should 
be confined to its then present limits. 
There were heated discussions on that 
topic in and out of Congress, it being the 
rock on which many party ties were 
broken.
On May 24, 1852, he delivered a strong 
speech in the House, in which he under­
took to show that the South had for
— ------- ------------------------------------------
years been becoming more and more ag­
gressive in its demands for legislation 
in the interest of human slavery, and 
that the North had gradually acquiesced 
in these demands until the South had 
obtained about all it wanted up to that 
time. Referring to the threats of dis­
union, which were so promiscuous, y 
thrown about whenever a vote was lost, 
he appealed to the Southern men to aban­
don such threats and to stand together 
for the union of all the States, for in 
that course only could the highest des­
tiny of the country be achieved.
The Kansas-Nebraska bill was the 
paramount question before the country 
and Congress. Mr. Washburn, as usual, 
led the opposition. It had long been dis­
cussed, was finally passed in midnight 
session (May 22, 1854) amid great con­
fusion and many threats.
Founded the Republican Party
The next day, by invitation, about 
thirty members met Mr. Washburn and 
discussed the situation. He urged the 
formation of a new party to be com­
posed of those opposed to the extension 
of slavery. Mr. Washburn’s idea that 
“ Republican” was a most suggestive and 
appropriate name was enthusiastically 
accepted.
Mr. Washburn soon returned to his 
Maine home, and in a speech at Bangor, 
(June 2, 1854) told of the new organiza­
tion. This and other speeches were en­
thusiastically approved.
In 1860, he was nominated by the Re­
publicans as their candidate for Governor 
and was elected by a large majority.
Fort Sumter was fired upon by the 
Secessionists, April 12, 1861. The 15th, 
President Lincoln called for 75,000 volun­
teers, for three months, to assist the 
navy and the regular army in the de­
fense of the national property in all 
parts of the country, and in the capital 
itself.
The next day Governor Washburn 
sent out a proclamation calling members 
of the Legislature to a session on the 
22nd. An act was passed providing for 
the raising of ten regiments of volun­
teers, and authorizing a loan of ten mil­
lion dollars.
After the disaster to our forces in the 
battle of Bull Run, Maine organized a 
regiment of cavalry, six batteries of light 
artillery, and a company of rifle sharp­
shooters, together with four additional 
companies of coast guards.
At the close of 1861, there had been 
fourteen Maine regiments mustered into 
the national service, and twelve of them 
had gone forward to the seat of war, 
while several companies of Home Guards 
were placed as garrisons in forts on the 
Maine coast: Fort McClary. at Kittery 
Fort Scammel, in Portland Harbor; and 
Fort Sullivan, at Eastport.
Under the call of July 2, 1862, other
regiments up to twenty were requisi­
tioned and soon ready and under the call 
by the President on August 4th, the 
quota of our state by draft was 9,609 
men to serve for nine months.
Though Maine bore heavy losses much 
honor was won by her men. During this 
time that “tried men’s souls,” Maine’s 
loyal governor was untiring in his de­
votion to the soldiers who were forming 
and marching to the front.
Having served two terms, he declined 
to be re-nominated for the third term. 
His administration of the State’s affairs 
during this critical period had been most 
acceptable and successful. Now he 
sought to rest a little from the cares and 
responsibilities of official life. Appre­
ciating his war services, President Lin­
coln invited him to accept the Collector- 
ship of the Port of Portland, and in 
November, 1863, he assumed the duties 
of that office, which he discharged with 
signal ability until he resigned in Mav 
1877, to spend the remainder of his days 
in literary pursuits.
(Continued on Page 26)
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John E. Nelson o f M aine- 
A  National Figure
(Continued from Page 5)
ules. He voted against the export de­
benture for farm products, a panacea 
sought by Western and Southwestern 
farmers but opposed by Maine farmers.
When football-star, war-veteran Repre­
sentative Hamilton Fish, Jr., of New 
York, half-conservative, half-radical Re­
publican son of a distinguished family, 
got excited about the Communist “ men­
ace” in this country and persuaded the 
House of Representatives to create a 
select committee, headed by him, to 
investigate it, Speaker Nicholas Long- 
worth named John Nelson to the com­
mittee. Everybody wondered why—that 
is, everybody who did not know John 
Nelson. It takes time to know him, for 
he does not push himself. It soon be­
came clear that the Speaker was among 
those who knew Nelson, and that the 
Maine congressman had been selected as 
a balance wheel to the committee. He 
certainly did not want the job. But he 
took it, and he went through it with his 
customary thoroughness. He insisted 
that committee members stick to the 
point, that they not bother witnesses 
about their purely personal affairs, that 
the witnesses, even though they were 
Communists, be granted their full Con­
stitutional rights, and, even though they 
were professional patriots, that they pre­
sent evidence to prove their charges.
While the select committee was writ­
ing its report, John Nelson went through 
considerable stress. As a “regular” Re­
publican, he did not wish to present a 
minority report. He did not wish to 
attack his colleagues. But his intellec­
tual honesty would not permit him to sign 
recommendations which would have de­
prived people of the freedom of speech 
and thought for which his own ancestors 
had fought and which are guaranteed in 
the Constitution of the United States. 
It became clear then that John Nelson is 
a patriot, a person who actually believes 
in the Bill of Rights and in the prin­
ciples upon which our Republic was, ac­
cording to the history books, founded. 
When he was sure he could not sign the 
majority report, he did a thing I have 
never before seen in my years of con­
gressional reporting. He prepared a com­
prehensive report, not attacking the 
majority, not mentioning his colleagues’ 
recommendations, but calmly presenting 
“ The Individual Views of John E. Nel­
son.” This report gives the history of 
revolutionary movements from Plato on 
down; it tells of Communist activities
in the United States. Without vitupera­
tion, almost without criticism, and simply 
by stating the facts, he showed dispas­
sionately that Communism has not ob­
tained a hold among labor groups except 
where regularly organized labor unions 
are not permitted and where conditions 
of work and pay have been entirely un- 
American, at the same time praising 
organized labor for combatting Commu­
nism. He showed, too, that existing laws 
are sufficient to guard against violent 
conspiracies. Characterizing the his­
torical and factual part of his report as 
“ an unprejudiced analysis”—and fairly 
so—he then commented, in a section 
which he headed, “ No Occasion for 
Hysteria” :
“These facts disclose much of organ­
ization and sinister purpose, but nothing 
startling or particularly menacing as re­
gards actual results....Communism thrives 
during periods of economic depression 
and social suffering. We have been pass­
ing through such a period, have for some 
time been facing an industrial crisis 
accompanied by unemployment, hunger, 
and destitution—ideal conditions for the 
spread of communistic thought—yet 
Communism has made no material head­
way among our people.”
And he recommended:
“Freedom should be the rule in Amer­
ica rather than restrictive legislation, 
and we should approach with reserve 
the consideration of any criminal statutes 
that seek to fetter the operations of the 
human mind or to encroach in the 
slightest degree on those rights guar­
anteed in our Constitution to the lowliest 
individual in the United States. Let us 
neither burn down the barn nor throw 
out the baby with the bath.”
Again this report, written by a Ro- 
tarian, a 32nd degree Mason, a “regular” 
Republican from Maine, said:
“ Hungry men are dangerous; but to 
the man with a home, a family, and a 
job, Communism makes no appeal what­
ever. Communistic ideas are germs in 
the body politic, hostile, but harmless 
so long as that body maintains a health­
ful condition and reacts normally to hu­
man needs. They are dangerous only 
when the resistance of that body be­
comes weakened through social or selfish 
errors. Even then their manifestations 
are symptoms of something wrong rather 
than a disease in themselves. Sound 
therapy indicates an eradication of the 
disease rather than the symptoms.
“ The solution of this problem lies in 
the wisdom of our legislators and in the 
unselfishness of our industrialists. In 
proportion as we work out economic jus­
tice here in America and so order our 
social system that labor shall share in 
the economic life of the Nation as fully
and as fairly as it now shares in its 
social and political life, in just that pro­
portion will radicalism fall of its own 
inanition and the threat of Communism 
cease to disturb us.”
This, then, is John Nelson’s philosophy, 
a philosophy of freedom, of justice, of 
conservatism, of Yankee common-sense. 
This, combined with his other work for 
the common people of the Third Dis­
trict, of the State of Maine, and of the 
United States of America, has, in recent 
weeks brought him nation-wide praise 
for a statesman-like attitude in the 
midst of petty politics and national 
hysteria.
Better Housekeeping
(Continued from Page 18)
oven which is very hot for the first five 
minutes, reducing the oven temperature 
to moderate for the remaining thirty 
minutes of baking (or possibly a little 
less. Remove from oven when pastry 
is delicately brown and crisp, yet ten­
der.) Serve cold.
In case you prefer to use this filling 
for an Apricot Meringue Pie, of course 
you will not need the other half of the 
pastry, which is left over after you have 
rolled out your under crust, as above di­
rected (the left-over pastry may be kept 
in the refrigerator till another day, or 
it might be baked as an empty shell for 
family use, which you could fill with a 
chocolate or lemon mixture next day, as 
another meringue pie). Use this same 
apricot filling for an Apricot Meringue 
Pie, simply using two stiffly whipped 
and sweetened egg whites over the top, 
as a meringue, instead of the latticed 
crust called for above. Of, if you prefer, 
you could spread stiffly whipped and 
sweetened cream over the pie, instead of 
the browned meringue. This type of 
pie is very flexible; it can be made ac­
cording to individual preference.
With the stores so full of appropriate 
Easter place cards, favors, etcetera, 1 
feel it hardly necessary to touch on 
table decorations. What could be more 
suitable than the customary bunny or 
chick holding the usual yellow crepe pa­
per individual bonbon cup? Or the 
time-honored centerpiece of Easter lilies 
or jonquils,?
The Twenty-First
Governor o f Maine
(Continued from Page 25)
He had four children by his first wife, 
who died in 1873. Three years later h 
married Robina Napier Brown of Ban­
gor. In religion he was a Universalis., 
being prominent in church affairs.
He died in Portland, May 12, 1881. 
and was buried in Bangor.
The Washburn family had more mem­
bers who became nationally distinguished 
than any other family in Maine or per­
haps even in the United States. Among 
Israel’s five brothers, four were mem­
bers of Congress from four different 
states, three being in Congress at the 
same time, two were governors of tw 
different states; two were foreign mir 
isters, one United States Secretarv o^  
State, one major general in the United 
States Army, and one captain in the 
United States Navy.
When in Portland Stop at
The Graymore
“Maine's Friendliest Hotel”
Every Modern Convenience — Including Dining Room and
Cafeteria
PREBLE STREET PORTLAND, MAINE
In the Heart of the Shopping, Theatre and Banking District
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The Maine Federation
of Women s Clubs
(Continued from Page 21)
tion. Miss Annie L. Barr, librarian at 
the Lewiston Public Library, is chair­
man of the department. A Field and 
Campus day was held at Bates College 
last May, while other events of inter­
est occurring throughout the year in va­
rious departments were Art Week, held 
in Portland in May, 1930, under the di­
rection of Mrs. Harry Brown; American 
Home Day at the University of Maine 
in March, 1930, and Education Day un­
der the direction of the chairman of the 
Education Department, Mrs. J. H. Hud- 
dilston of Orono, at Colby College, in De­
cember.
An invitation to hold the first annual 
meeting for the fall of 1893 in Skowhe- 
gan was extended by Miss Gertrude Wes­
ton, president of the Sorosis Club of that 
town. This event was held in October 
at Bethany Church. Mrs. Etta H. Os­
good was president of the Federation. 
At the evening session great interest was 
noted in Mrs. Julia Ward Howe, presi­
dent of the Massachusetts Federation, 
who gave an interesting address. Mrs. 
Laura E. Richards, of Gardiner, daugh­
ter of Mrs. Howe, read, and the good-by 
song was written by Mrs. Caroline Dana 
Howe, born in the historic town of Frye- 
burg, but Portland became her home in 
childhood. The first work of her pen 
was printed in the Portland Transcriut 
and as early as 1880 a volume which was 
followed by others went to press.
The 10th annual meeting of the Fed­
eration was held at Lewiston in October 
1902. Mrs. Anna Sargent Hunt presided 
and the Woman’s Literary Union of An­
droscoggin County, was the hostess club.
Bath welcomed the Federation in 1912 
for its 20th anniversary the president 
of the hostess club being Mrs. E. A. 
Allen. The Mayor, Hon. F. A. Small, 
extended greetings, and a reception was 
held at the beautiful home of Hon. and 
Mrs. Harold M. Sewall. At this time the 
Federation was organized into a Corpor­
ation and the Year Book of 1912 first 
contained the Collect for Club Women.
In October, 1917, at Frye Hall, oc­
curred a session of special interest when 
the 25th anniversary was observed. Miss 
Deborah Morton, president of the Port­
land Literary Union, presided. Hon. 
Mayor Chapman extended greetings and 
53 clubs were represented by 126 women.
The Maine Federation became affiliated 
with the Central Federation of Women’s 
Clubs in 1894, and the 20th biennial con­
vention which was held at Denver, Color­
ado, in June, 1930, was attended by a 
goodly delegation from Maine. This was 
the 40th anniversary of the founding of 
the General Federation and the conven­
tion delegates were welcomed with true 
western hospitality. Mrs. John F. Sip- 
pel, president, was met with a stage­
coach driven by Kit Carson III, in color­
ful buckskins belonging to his great an­
cestor. Twenty-two Maine clubs are 
now in direct membership with the Gen­
eral Federation.
The Maine Federation pin is a silver 
pine on black enamel, its colors are 
brown and green as are the Pine Tree 
and the Cone. Pines of Maine is the 
Federation song, sung to the the tune 
of “ Some Day the Silver Cord Will 
Break.” This was composed by Eliza­
beth Powers Merrill.
Maggies Ladderback
(Continued from Page 9)
fact that one group of traps was missing. 
He shook his head; hard now, when every 
penny that his traps might earn was to 
be hoarded for the deferred trip to young 
Maggie’s in the spring. Strange, too, 
for such a storm to prove so damaging. 
Where were the other lobster buoys ?
The even monotony of Abel’s oars was 
broken now. They ceased to move; then 
picked a few uncertain strokes, but died 
again. Close by the little dory came a 
drifting lobster buoy, partly submerged. 
Abel salvaged it in passing., His face 
was ashen after lifting the wanderer 
aboard, for this was number twenty- 
seven, floating far from its home moor­
ing! His staring eyes clung to the end 
of rope dangling from the buoy. “ God!” 
he whispered strangely, for there was no 
storm born of the elements, powered to 
cut a rope so abruptly even as this one 
had been severed. Had he then, an 
enemy who was using a knife against 
him ?
END OF PART ONE 
(To be Concluded in our April Number.)
Hard Times in Maine 
The Ellsworth Chamber of Commerce 
Luncheon Club will eat tomorrow, fo 
the first time in several months. (Ells­
worth, Me., Paper)—The Portland Press 
Herald.
Photographs may now be wired from 
the United States to Germany for 39 
cents per square centimeter. The long- 
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JUST WHAT DO YOU DEMAND IN A FUEL? IS IT— 
ECONOMY? EASE OF CONTROL? SAFETY?
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Seashore and Country mean 
fun for grown-ups or children
We have beautiful woodland 
by the shore or on the hill 
at Shore Acres or Hanna- 
ford Estates, within fifteen 
minutes of Portland. A 
lovely location for those de­
siring the privacy of an es­
tate. With a vista through 
the trees for a water view, 
the woods thinned where 
needed—a delightful place 
for a home, summer or all 
the year.
Let us show you the land 
and help you plan your 
house.
HARRY C.BAKERC5
Office, Cape C ottage...........  Maine
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Norway—A  Typical
New England Village
(Continued from Page 2U)
who came to Norway in 1804 at 15 years 
of age, was employed as a teacher. In 
1816 the first schoolhouse built in Nor­
way was destroyed by fire but was re­
built the following year. The Norway 
Liberal Institute was begun in 1847 and 
incorporated two years later. It started 
with 174 pupils.
Norway village has three separate 
schools, the High School in the center 
of the village, the upper and lower pri­
maries. Villagers point with pride to 
their High School. Its building is not 
all that the progressive people might 
desire but they are feeling their way 
along with caution. Some of the prin­
cipal streets have been covered with a 
permanent cement surface, modern sew­
ers laid and other lasting public bene­
fits have been undertaken. The schools 
are good and fond day-dreams are al­
ready planning something more elab­
orate for educational housing for the 
generations that are to come.
Norway’s literary record dates back 
to the days when Sylvanus Cobb wrote 
his famous “ Gun Maker of Moscow” 
when Robert Bonner and his New York 
Ledger were famous. Here in this little 
village was written the adventurous nov­
el of Russian life in which Valdimir the 
monk and Ruric Nevel established for­
ever the national fame of its author. It 
was but one of 156 published novels 
which this man gave the world. Mr. 




(Continued from Page 6)
The south wind blows, and a new chal­
lenge of the bluebird sound between the 
lines of my book, while I look along the 
way of its coming to see only a trail of 
deep muddy ruts, where the frost had not 
yet been eliminated from the highway 
stretching between the farming lands 
and their low-set roofs that here and 
there punctuated their romance of song 
and ultimate harvest.
It is a welcome suggestion of the 
growing months of the year.
Gleaning from a pile of old almanacs, 
in whose margins a well-known resident 
of River Road, Hollis, recorded events of 
interest, on the farm and in the com­
munity, I find that 1860 was an unusually 
early season.
“ March 1. Stopped logging.
“ March 17. (St. Patrick’s Day), 
sowed peas.
“ Frogs began to peep, 30th.”
Country-bred people listen for these 
shrill songsters of bog or marshland, 
when the frost leaves the ground. Sweet, 
spring-like music; tinkling, rippling, joy­
ful, with the unrest of the spring-tide, 
the chorus of the hylas, almost as wel­
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NINE recommendations for alle­viating unemployment are con­tained in the report presented to 
Governor Wilbur L. Cross of 
Connecticut by the Connecticut State 
Emergency Committee on Employment, 
the New England Council points out 
in transmitting copies of the report 
to the several state employment com­
mittees in New England. The report 
was submitted to Governor Cross by 
James W. Hook of New Haven.
The recommendations as summarized 
by the Council are in two classifications, 
short time or relief measures, and long 
time or preventive measures. The long 
time measures are as follows:
1. Maintenance of an accurate rec­
ord by all employers of the effect of the 
current business depression upon work­
ing hours and wages of each employee.
2. Submission of employment data 
thus preserved by employers to a cen­
tral agency for analysis and use in 
building up employment indices.
3. Long range planning by employ­
ers so that production may be more 
evenly distributed throughout the year, 
reducing seasonal fluctuations.
4. Establishment of permanent plan­
ning boards by communities.
Important in connection with the first 
recommendation is the method outlined 
in the report by which individual em­
ployers may establish the facts as to 
the stable forces which they wish to keep 
intact in depression periods, as a first 
step toward developing means of stab­
ilizing employment for this essential 
group.
Short time or relief measures recom­
mended in the report are:
1. Performance of economically jus­
tifiable forest work, such as thinning, 
removal of fire hazards. Connecticut ap­
propriated $100,000 for such purposes on 
February 4.
2. Stabilization of employment as far 
ahead as possible by individual employ­
ers, by planning ahead and notification 
to employees “ that hours of labor for a 
certain definite period ahead will be 
maintained.”
3. Steps by all industrial and com­
mercial firms “ to recognize actual de­
termined losses as quickly as possible 
and take immediate steps to liquidate 
them.”
4. Plant modernization.
5. Distribution of available work 
over as many employees as possible, fa­
voring those with dependents.
Chairman Hook of the Connecticut 
Committee is President of the Geomet­
ric Tool Company of New Haven. He is
also chairman of the Industrial Com­
mittee of the New England Council. 
Other members of the Connecticut Com­
mittee are Howell Cheney of Cheney 
Brothers Company, South Manchester; 
E. Kent Hubbard, President of the Man­
ufacturers Association of Connecticut, 
Inc., and former member of the New 
England Council; Harry C. Knight, 
President of the Southern New England 
Telephone Company, and President of 
the New England Council; John W. Mur­
phy; and Henry Trumbull, Treasurer, 
Trumbull Electric Manufacturing Com­
pany, and former Chairman of the Con­
necticut Division of the Council.
grinning from new scrapes in a better, 
richer land. And most significant, most 
important fact, their ways, their quar­
rels, their hopes and motives of thought 
have gone, too; America has changed. 
The war has come and left us with new 
thoughts, new ambitions, a new spirit, 
a new America, perhaps better off, per­
haps worse than in the days of which 
Mr. Sullivan writes. What does it mat­
ter? We cannot forget those other 
times. Let us open his book and see 
what the fun was then.
Digest of the 80,000 word Wickersham 
report for busy readers: “ Some say it 
does and some say it doesn’t. How have 
all your folks been?”—New York Sun.
A canners’ association adopts the 
slogan: “ Make America pumpkin-
minded.” But Americans are already 
pumpkin-minded.—Washington Post.
A “ recruited” player is evidently any 
extra good one who accepts the other 
school’s proposition instead of yours.— 
Vancouver Sun.
Times aren’t really hard until a mere 
child can lift the Saturday Evening Post. 
—Kessinger’s Mid-West Review.
If you stop, he’s a bandit and you get 
beatup. If you don’t stop, he’s an offi­
cer and you get shot.—Kessinger’s Mid- 
West Review.
Relieve throat troubles and are 
harmless. 25c at all Druggists 
or by mail. Made by
HESELTINE & TUTTLE CO.
The Quality Drug Store 
of Maine
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A  Few Facts Concerning
the Tourist Trade for 1930
Editor’s Note: We are publishing some of the 
high lights of the annual survey made by the 
Maine Publicity Bureau on why tourists come to 
Maine. A complete account of the survey will soon 
be available to the public. The editor of “ Hotel 
and Travel News.”  published in Boston in the 
interest of hotels throughout New England, who 
was shown an advance proof of the folder, has 
called this report “ One of the most valuable and 
interesting reports we have read in months.”
I
T was said last summer, and it is 
probably true, that while the num­
ber of tourists did not drop off as 
much as might have been expected, 
they were shopping more and spend­
ing economically, yet our questionnaire 
shows that last summer they spent per 
capita when travelling by automobile, 
$98.96 as compared with $89.44 in 1929; 
by rail travel $108.12 in 1930 compared 
with $102.05 in 1929; by steamship 
$68.22 in 1930 compared with $79.23 in 
1929; by bus $52.88 in 1930 compared 
with $100.63 in 1929. This gives an av­
erage expenditure per capita for 1930 
of $96.84 as compared with $90.55 for 
1929.
It seems peculiar that the per capita 
rate for 1930, in a period of depression, 
was $96.84, the largest per capita aver­
age we have ever had during the six 
years we have been making this analy­
sis. We do not know the reason for 
this, except perhaps because two parties 
reported the purchase of a summer home 
at a pretty good price and two large 
parties who made the Allegash Canoe 
trip.
Vast Sources Untraceable
It should be understood that our per 
capita rate or any statistical figures 
which we use are not based on any re­
turns from the vast number of people 
owning estates and more modest summer 
homes in Maine, for the reason that they 
seldom register at our office, consequent­
ly they do not get one of our question­
naires. The money spent by such people 
as the family and friends of John D. 
Rockefeller, Jr., Edsel Ford, Charles K. 
Goodrich, Harold C. Richard, Henry 
Chelfont, Atwater Kent, E. T. Stotes- 
bury, D. H. Morris, Cyrus H. K. Curtis, 
Mrs. Edward Bok and other people of 
great wealth, as well as people of more 
modest means, runs into tremendous 
figures. Think what they must pay for 
telephone and electric light charges 
alone.
Last summer we sat on the veranda of 
the Camden Yacht Club for about an 
hour. There was a continuous stream 
of yacht tenders and even the smaller 
steam yachts themselves arriving and 
departing from the floats and nearly 
every one of them had supplies delivered, 
running from a lady’s garment box to 
motor truck loads. We couldn’t help 
thinking that if this kept up every day 
all through the summer season, and is, 
of course, going on at York Harbor, 
Kennebunkport, Biddeford Pool, Port­
land, Boothby Harbor, Bath, Bar Har­
bor, and hundreds of other places up 
and down the coast, that the amount of 
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ing food supplies, gasoline, personal 
wear, etc., during the summer season 
must run into a tremendous figure of 
which we have no conception and no 
means of tracing. These two sources 
alone might double our total figures.
As a pretty good index of the amount 
of money that really does come into 
Maine, it is interesting to note that the 
total amount of money spent by the 
1307 people who replied to our question­
naire was $297,612. This is only about 
one-fourth of one percent of the actual 
number of tourists who came into Maine 
last year, therefore, the total for the 
State may be somewhat determined by 
multiplying by 400 any of the figures 
given. Using the amount of money 
spent by the 1307 people and multiply­
ing by 400, gives in round numbers, 
$120,000,000.
Any figures that we give may only 
be considered as giving a fairly accurate 
indication of the trend of business, yet 
on the other hand it is very interesting 
to see how closely these check up from 
year to year.
Where They Stayed
There was a slight falling off in the 
number who stayed in hotels as com­
pared with 1929; an increase in those 
who stayed in adult camps and in farms; 
an increase in those who hired a cot­
tage or occupied their own; and a small 
increase in those who stayed at tourist 
homes. The figures are as follows:
Hotels: in 1929— 1,246 people stayed 
14,083 days, 1930— 1,194 people stayed 
13,287 days; Adult Camps: in 1929—454 
people stayed 5,926 days, 1930—484 peo­
ple stayed 7,644 days. That indicates 
a longer vacation period for 1930. Those 
who stayed at farms in 1929—139 peo­
ple for 2,087 days, 1930—166 people for 
2,329 days; in housekeeping cottages 
for 1929—377 people stayed 11,408 days, 
1930—439 people stayed 12,607 days; 
those who stayed in tourist homes for 
1929—447 people, 2,548 days, 1930—537 
people stayed 2,441 days; indicating an 
increase in the number of people but a 
decrease in the number of days. Those 
who stayed in overnight motor camps 
or in tents in 1929—604 people stayed 
3,625 days, 1930—663 people stayed 5,490 
days; but included in this 5,490 is two 
large parties who took the Allegash 
Canoe trip and we, therefore, allocated 
them to tents, though this has no rela­
tion to people travelling in automobiles 
and using their own tent to camp out
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at night. Our records show that such 
people number but a little over one and 
a half percent of the total registered 
by us.
Significant Figures
The relative position of the tourist 
home and motor camps in comparison 
with hotels, adult camps and farms is— 
in motor camps and tourist homes for 
1929—32 percent, 1930—34 percent; in 
hotels, camps and farms for 1929—56 
percent, 1930—52 percent; the balance 
stayed in cottages or visited friends and 
relatives.
70 percent of the people reported that 
they patronized retail stores.
Figures Merely Show the Trend of 
Business
The figures given have no relation to 
the total number of people who came to 
Maine. They are simply the figures de­
veloped by 1,307 questionnaire replies 
which we received, on which practically 
all questions were answered.
The names to whom we mailed the 
4,000 questionnaires that brought 1,307 
complete replies were taken from our 
register and correspondence, to cover 
people in every State in the Union and 
in all walks of life so to get a proper 
cross section view of the whole.
These are only the high spots to the 
questionnaire story. We naturally think 
it is very interesting and hope some 
others may. The folder, which will be 
ready for mailing some time this month, 
tells the story in detail.
What the Tourist Thinks of Us
In opr questionnaire we asked for 
comments or criticisms on the service 
of the people of Maine and the per­
sonnel of the Maine Publicity Bureau.
A few from various states are given. 
These are representative of hundreds re­
ceived.
From a lady in New Britain, Conn.:
“ In eight years vacationing in Maine, 
we have found nothing to criticize. The 
people are charming, most considerate 
of the stranger in their midst. Every 
mile is a source of satisfaction. We 
have been north, south, east and west. 
We crowd all we can into our two weeks’ 
vacation in every corner of Maine. Each 
year we think we will go somewhere 
else, but can’t keep away from Maine.”
From a party in Milwaukee, Wis.:
“ Nothing at all of displeasing nature. 
In Portland, inquiring the way to your 
office, approached an elderly gentleman 
for information. Learning that we were 
tourists, he insisted we were guests of 
the city, accompanied us to your office 
and went out of his way to supply us 
with data relative to the city and points 
of interest therein, which we shall al­
ways remember with pleasure. This 
was typical of Maine people.”
From a man in Springfield, Mass.:
“ The Maine Central employees were 
most courteous!, and helpful. The Pull­
man Porter was polite and efficient. The 
people at the camp used every means to 
give their guests a good time. I was 
delighted with it all. Your information 
bureau gave me prompt and helpful ser- 
vice.” JJ
From a man in Toronto, Canada:
“ On our 1500 mile trip, I found Maine 
to be about the only place where a
tourist was really made to feel at home. 
Everyone was very accommodating.”
From a man in Peceno Manor, Pa.:
“ Courtesy of Bangor police most com­
mendable. Their willingness to answer 
cheerfully all questions and their earn­
est efforts to help is outstanding.”
From a lady in Mars Hill, N. C.:
“ We found prices in your stores more 
reasonable than in our home town, and 
we made quite a few purchases, being 
served in the shops with great courtesy.”
From a party in Pasadena, Calif.:
“ Traveled extensively through 33 states 
and 5 Canadian provinces but was made 
welcome by the people of Maine as in 
no other district.”
From a man in Medford, Mass.:
“ People very friendly to everybody. You 
can go down to the center of any town 
and you will feel as if you lived there 
all your life. Wonderful scenery.”
From a lady in Fort Wayne, Ind.:
“ The attendants in your office in Port­
land were the most gracious and pains­
taking of any I have met in the U. S. 
or abroad, and I have travelled exten­
sively. People everywhere were hos­
pitable and pleasant.”
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MUST BE A MISTAKE
Simpson—These reporters tell awful 
fibs.
Sampson—What do you mean?
Simpson—One of them interviewed my 
wife and said that she had nothing to 
say.—Exchange.
Friend—Why were you so pleased 
when that lunchroom opened just op­
posite to your store?
Druggist—Our sales of dyspepsia 
cures have doubled in less than a 
month.—Clipped.
NOTHING TO DO BUT YELP
Grace is a young lady of five years and 
also of a very difficult disposition. The 
other day a visitor to her father’s home 
found her weeping in a corner.
“ Why, what are you weeping about?” 
she asked.
“ ’Cause all my brothers and sisters 
have a vacation and I don’t have any.”
“And why don’t you have any vaca­
tion?”
“ ’Cause I don’t go to school yet.”— 
Pullman News.
HIS TROUBLE
Cashier—You don’t look well lately!
Butter Clerk—No; I can’t sleep at 
night on account of lung trouble.
Cashier—Nonsense; your lungs are 
all right!
Butter Clerk—Yes, mine are; the 
trouble is with the baby’s.—Exchange.
NO LEFT HAND TURNS
Passenger—How do you know the way 
back?
Aviator—I just notice the shapes of 
the clouds and then it is easy.—II 
Travaso.
THE ADJUSTMENT
A street car inspector was watching 
the work of the new conductor.
“ Here, Foley,” he said, “ how is this? 
You have ten passengers, and only nine 
fares have been rung up.”
“ Is that so?” asked Foley. Then, 
turning to his passengers lie yelled: 
“ There’s wan too many on this car. Get 
out, one of yez.”—Clipped.
Definition: “An adult is a person who 
has stopped growing at both ends and 
started growing in the middle.”—Pull­
man News.
DOES IT PAY TO ADVERTISE?
Customer—Why don’t you advertise ? 
Storekeeper—No, Sir! I tried it once 
and it neared ruined me.
Customer—How’s that?
Storekeeper—People came in here and 
bought near everything I had.—Selected.
HER HEART WITH RAPTURE 
THRILLED
In a kindergarten class, flags were 
shown, and in answer to a question, a 
little girl gave the response that was 
expected of her: “This is the flag of my 
country.”
“And what is the name of your coun­
try?” was the next question.
“ ’Tis of thee,” was the prompt reply.” 
—Review.
SCIENTIFIC DEFINITIONS
Baby—A stomach entirely surrounded 
by curiosity.
Macaroni—A long hole with dough 
wrapped around it.
Alimony—A woman trying to make 
something out of a man.—Pullman News.
“ Maw! Maw!” yelled young Bearcat 
Johnson of Rumpus Ridge.
“ What?” responded his mother.
“ I wish you’d come quick and see 
what’s the matter with the baby. Every 
time I slap his jaw he cries.”— Selected.
ROYAL LIFE HAS BENEFITS
“ Can you tell me,” said the court, ad­
dressing Enrico Ufuzzi, under examina­
tion at Union Hill, N. J., as to his quali­
fications for citizenship, “ the difference 
between the powers and prerogatives of 
the king of England and those of the 
president of the United States?”
“ Yezzir,” spoke up Ufuzzi promptly. 
“ King, he got a steady job.”—Exchange.
THEY’RE SERIOUS
Cod—“ That tonic is no good.”
Liver—“ What’s wrong with it? ”
Cod—“ All the directions given are for 
adults and I’ve never had them.”—Siren.
John—“ I hear Bill was kicked off the 
squad.”
Jack—“ How so?”
John—“ He was told to tackle the dum­
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AMID THE VAGARIES OF ENGLISH 
Scott Moore, an actor, relates that not 
many years ago, when he was a reporter 
on a San Francisco newspaper, the staff 
acquired a new city editor who was 
grouchy and a stickler for realism. Daily 
he drilled his men the importance of 
literal truth. After a while his insist­
ence on detail became unbearable, and 
Moore decided to do something about 
it. In his report of the city’s annual 
charity ball he had this line:
“ Among the most beautiful girls was 
Alderman Horace Dangley.”
The city editor next day went right 
up in the air.
“ What’s the matter with you?” he de­
manded of Moore. “ Dangley’s no girl. 
In addition, he owns a lot of stock in 
this paper.”
“ Can’t help that,” replied Moore. 
“ That’s where Dangley was—among the 
most beautiful girls!”
We are again publishing a page of 
Maine pictures which you should recog­
nize readily. A $.75 allowance toward a 
$1.50 subscription to Sun -U p, Maine’s 
Own Magazine, will be made to any per­
son identifying two of the pictures on 
this paee. Use coupon below.
I am identifying two of the photo­
graphs appearing on this page for which 
please credit me with the $.75 allowance 
towards a year’s subscription to Sun-Up, 
Maine’s Own Magazine.
The Circulation Mgr.
Sun-U p, Maine’s Own Magazine,
22 Monument Sq.,
Portland, Maine.
I am enclosing the $.75 balance due 
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